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THE HEIRESS OF CHAMPTOOjS. 

XXL 

S('iiAFf'’HAUSEN is a quoei'^old town built in the Gorman stylo with wooden 
li JitL,; having pointed gables on which the storks are fond of peixjhing^ and 
witl^ountains of aculpturcd granite, aln.oat invariably sunnounted by 
statues ol William Tell. Tourists seldom stay at Sohairiiausen — scarcely emi 
stop there in passing — for tlie great attraction of the town is not by any 
means the place itsolt. One must go half a. league aw’ay to see the o©le- 
btatctl waterfall of the Rhine; ami people who are in a hurry generally 
preler to put up at one of the superb hotels which Swiss enterprise haA 
raised just above the cataract. From tho dining-room of one of these 
caravanseries you can admire the splendid sight, while lunching^ and after 
your CO (Fee you can go on by train to Zurich. However, such persons as do 
not look upon (Switzerland as though it were mere stage scenery, enjoy 
passing three or four days at the “ Swan ” or the Pike, two good inns 
in the old style whore dinner is ser^'ed at one o’clock, and where there is no 
risk of encountering English people. . 

Thi i course had been followed by the Mornao family, now consisting of four 
persons— the ex-notary, his wife, Madame de Mathis, and Andr6e. Since 
tlie events which had saddened their stay in Normandy, time had 
pciicefully slipped by in the charming abode in tho Rue d’Assas, where 
Noridet’a victims had met with such cordial hospitality, and on the advent 
of spring, the physician who attended Madame Mathi^ had advised a 
change of air. So a trip to l^itzerland was agreed upon. 

The poor naralytic was graftpally recovering her strength, but she bad 
^^g!>^rcr#ercd her speech, and in her condition she required the ntmost 
care.^b'5'’after a brief stay at the “ Swan,” the Mornacs^had taken a 
chalet at the entrance of the to^^n, from Switzer whose terms 

were remarkably high. Tliis chalet was cdr^^^tishly perched on the 
margin of tlic river, the blue water wdiich flowed 4"oin the Gotbard glacier^ 
running by at the end of tlie lawn, * 

One fresh May morning the sun w'as gilding the huge rocks athwart- 
stream, the birds were carolling gaily on the sprouting trees, 
darted along past the daisy decked bank, glittering like a aUver 5mw, 
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The inmates of the chalet being early risers, M. Morn^ had gone oflf at 
dawn with his alpenstock to lake a long walk on the Basle road, and Madame 
de Mathis, reclining in a large arm-cjiair, which had been rolled up to 
the w'indow, was gazing affectionately at AncJrdc, her god-daughter, who 
was seated beside Sladaine Mornac, in a little boat moored to the bank, 
'riie young girl was very fond of this place, where she could rea0 and em- 
broider without being stared at by the German students who lounged about 
on the road, smoking tlicir porcelain pipes. She spent many an hour 
there, thinking, listening to the roaring of the cataract, and. watching the 
water break against the dusky rocks. She thought, perhaps, of the sea 
beating against the cliff at Biville, where she had so nearly lost her life. 

Madame Mornac, whose nature was much less poetic, would have pre- 
ferred the Urmcr soil Of the garden, and it w'as not without fear tliat she 
followed her favourite into tlio fragile skiff. That morning, however, she 
had made /;ip her mind to run the risk, and bravely perched at the bow of 
the boat, alie w'as*working aw'ay at a cushion intended for her much-loved 
invalid. Android had brought a volume of Lamartine, but tlie book re- 
mained open on her knees, and while her eyes absently followed the lines, 
her th Oil gilts fled from the peaceful spot which failed to speak to her of 
the past. , 

“My child,” said Madame Mornac suddenly, “you will really end by 
making me melaucholJ^ I really don’t know wdist to invent to cheer you 
, up a little.” 

“How can you imagine that I feel bored or sorrow’ful near you re- 
plied the young girl gently. “ I have never been so happy.” 

“ That is all talk 1 I have been young myself, and 1 know all about the 
sadness peculiar to your age. I’ll venture to say that you are .still think- 
ing of tlie descendant of the lords of Monville.” On hearing this Andrc'-e 
turned pale and tears came into her eyes. “ Come, my jud,” added the 
old lady, “you must not grieve. You know very wxll that 1 don’t mean to 
liurt your feelings. But how can I help saying what 1 do ? I never see 
you sad without regretting that stupitl idea of Mornac’s in taking us to 
licaudoniere, ai»d my still more foolish whim hi taking you on to the 
beacli llmt day when the poor fellow’ fell upon us from tiie clouds, as it 
were,” 

“He is dead, inadaine,” sai<l Andref-c, sadly. 

“ That is what no one know'^, as nobody has ever heard anything of liini 
since he escaped from the prison at Dieppe; hut, dead or alive, I ho])e th;it 
w’c shall never see him again, for all that story about Count d’Alcamo’s 
death never seemed very clear to me.” 

“ Jean de Monville was iunoceut.” 

“ I daresay he was ; at all events so much the better for him. But I 
have something else to think about at present ; for, you know, inadcmoisellc, 
that I am going to find a husband for yon before the year is over. ” Madame 
IMornac smiled so pleasantly as she made this direct attack, thl '^h'':;ipun§ 
girl hesitated ^ibout raising any objection. “If it w’cre only to entage that 
had fellow Koridet, I should hke to do it,” gaily rcRiiiijed the notaky’s 
wife. “Would you be\iv j that there are people jn Paris who actually 
make a fuss over him ? — j losc Brossins, among others, ‘with that gootl-for- 
nothiiig daughter of thci s, w'ho, so i)cople say, is head-over-hcels in love 
A jyith the handsome Jules.” 

'Amtr^o l',:..d started at the mention of Noride^’s name. 

“ Bnc now that I think of it, my dear girl, I must tell you that last 
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evening, at dusk, Vs I came out of the church, I saw a gentleman who 
looked very much like him.” 

I had the same fancy on*thc ni^t of our arrival here,” said Andn^. 
“I could not sleep, and was looking out of my w’indow, when I saw a man 
pass along ^yho resembled him very much.” 

“ Well, I must tell Moniac to be on his guard, and you must be careful, 
too.” 

“What can I have to fear from him?” asked the young girl, with a 
mournful smile. 

“(lood heavens 1 who can tell what ho might do? If ever poor Monsieur 
do Mathis’s wif^were found, Noridet would no longer be the heir, and ho 
has every interest in putting you and your godmotlier out of the way.” 

“ What ! Do you think that he would commit a crime ? ” 

“I don’t tliitik anything. But still 1 feel sure that, if you into the 
Rhine, and ho were on the shore, he would not plunge :jpto tlfe w ater to 
fish you out,” said Madame Mornac, laughing. 

“ You frighten me, madame,” said Aiidr^^e, low'ering her voice. “(Sup- 
pose some one were listening ! Just now, behind that fence, 1 thought t^tat 
I saw^ something moVe.” 

The garden of the chalet was unprotected towards the streairi^ though it W'as 
shut in on both sides by a fence of moderate height, the boat being secured 
to a picket, np stream, by means of a very strong rope. Come, my dear 
girl, you must not let your imagination run away with you like that,” now 
said 'Madame Mornac. “Switzerland is the most moral country in the 
woild ; Monsieur Jules, at the present moment, is far from thiiihing about 
(SchafTlianscn, and I can assure you that — ” 

The notary’s wife stopped short, however, for Andrdo had started her 
feet, exclaiming : “Good heavens I the rope has been cut ! ” 

It was too true. Tlic boat was no longer secured to its moorings, and 
was drifting away. “The waterfall ! W e are lost ! cried the young girl, 
hiding her face in her hands. 

Madame Mornac did not at once realise the full extent of their danger. 
The current, though rapid hereabouts, had not the force w'hich it acquired 
further on, and the boat was drifting slowdy. The bank, moreover, formed 
a kind of cape jutting out into the river, and although aliead of tllig capc 
tlie sliore w^as some yards a\vay, it might he reached again by a few strikes, 
of the oar. Andrc^^c, after the first moment of fri^p^t, thought of this 
means of salvation, and stooped down to take up the oars which, on the 
evening before, she had seen lying at tlio bottom of the boat. But ihey 
were no longer there ! “We liavc but one chance,” said she, with emotion, 

“ wc must liing ourselves into the water, aiid try to swim ashore. I can 
swim a little, and I will keep you up.” 

As she spoke, the courageous girl rose and held out her hand to Madame 
]^ornag^; bu^the good lady was not very agile, and, in spite of her natural 
vivac1%^cri-‘e did not promptly make up her mind. “ My dqar child,” she 
cried, as she looked at the stream, “I shoifejil surely be drow ned, and you 
with me. ” ' 

Andr^e, of a certainty, could have reached'^ Jie sliore by swimming. 
Without being a first-class swimmer she w'as, nevc#theless, able to keep her- 
self np in the water, and make a few strokes, but she would not abandon^ 
her dear protectress, and tlm idea of saving herself alone did not even erliCV 
her mind. She sank, rather* han seated herself, upon the boat-beitu», f-rAtly 
saying ; ^ Yes, we are going to our death.” 
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“You exaggerate the danger, my poor Andr^e 1 ” rej^ied Madame Mor- 
nao. ** Some one must, Aee us from the shore and will come to our help. 
Besides, the cataract ia at least half a league ofif, and every day the boats 
cross the Bhine under our windows.’* 

“ Ah, madamo, have you forgotten what a boatman told Monsieur Mor- 
nao yesterday ? Didn’t he say that our cottage placed at the extreme 
Ihnit at which any one could struggle against the current ? ” 

** Yes — ^yes— that is true — I rememoer it now,” stammered Madame 
Mornac, who had turned very pale. 

,, ^*aAncl that story ho told us about those two young men who were carried 
Away while bathing.” ^ 

** Yes, you are right, and we must try to swim. I am very heavy and 
shall perhaps sink. What does tht^ matter 7 You, at all events, will bo 
saved — ” t 4 

“ It is afready too late,” said Andr4e, sadly. 

And, indeed, tne unfortunate women had lost precious time. The shore 
had grown perceptibly further off, and the force of the current was 
drawing the boat into the middle of the stream. The chalet had already 
disappeared from view behind a rock, and cliffs began to rise on either 
side of the Bliine. 

“ Look I ” resumed the young girl, pointing to the high banka which 
seemed to fly past to right and left with increasing rapidity. 

“ Wo must call out at the pitch of our voices — some one will hear us — 
some one will come— we cannot perish like this 1 ” And thereupon Madame 
Mornac made the rocks re-ccho with her desperate cries of ** Help ! help ! 
Save us 1 save us ! ” 


No one replied. At this early hour there was but little chance that somo 
daring tourist would be amusing himself by climbing the wooded heights 
overlooking the stream ; and, indeed, had he been the boldest and strongest 
of men, he could not have attempted anything whatever to save the boat. 
It was now rushing on with the current, and xt was evident that it would 
remain at an equal distance from either shore until engulphed in the torrent. 
Then alone did Madame Mornac realise that death awaited them both at 
tho Olid of this swift journey — horrible, inevitable death — death which one 
sees draw near, and which no human power can stay. However, instead 
of taking away her courage, the frightful prospect restored her lost com- 
posure. “Anclr^e,” said she, :n a voice that no longer trembled, forgive 
me.” 

Forgive you ? You ! my second mother,” cried the young girl, cover- 
ing her hands with kisses, “you whom I have led to this, my fatal destiny 1 ” 
“ My poor child, it is my weakness that has brought this about — it is 
because you would not desert me when you might have saved yourself that 
yon are now about to perish. Alas ! at my age one has no strength or 
epurage left. 1 ought to have sacrifioed iny old age unhesitatingly.” 

Do you .think that I would have consented to remain wiiWI®'*' world 
alone? Do you think I couy, have seen you die without sharing your 
fate?” said Andr^e, e*-.'*' 

“You had a whole fuif Tre of happiness before you, while X—” 

“ Oh, do not speak lilie that 1 ” cried the young girl, averting her face to 
^ Conceal her tears. * 


know that Mornac will regret me — your poor godmother, too* How ^ 
suffered when she saw the boat norne away by the current?” ' 
At llkis thou^cht Aadr4e burst into tears 
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^'But no!’^ exclaimed Madame Momao, “Oodwill iK^t let ^ 

He will send ue atprotoctor. He will perfonn a miracle,** . 

.*‘He performed one at Biville,’* said AndiN§e, sadly ^ arid 
eyes she thought of Jean de^MonviSe, a^ain beholdiU|[ JiltE as 
below the olids, pale, with compressed and eagef eyei^ and 
his hands to snatch her from the furious waves. ' / ‘"'‘’''M) 

Madame* Mornac did not speak ; it was as though she reii^^^eel^ Mitt 


young ^>1*8 silent grief and resignation. She, too, was resigned, hlfeSf! 
eyes fmlowed the course of the stream, trying to discern a glimpsd 
hope, j- 

The scenery had changed. The banks had gradually become lower, and, 
on the right stretched the road from Sohaffhausen to the cataract. The 
Rhino flowed on somewhat less rapidly, and white rocks gleamed adiid its 
blue waters, transparent as crystal. Mebdame Momac, who was attentively ^ 
watching the road, now espied two oi. three tourists walking qi^ietly 
with knapsacks and staffs. She soon saw them atop, raise thtnr hands to 
heaven, and run off at full speed. She did not aved think of calling out to 
them, so well did she Understand the futility of any Such effort, but asked 
herself why they were running away. It was evidisnt that they had sehn^thk 
boat, and realised the fato which awaited it. XHd they hope to Savo it, 0r ^ 
did they wish to spare themselves a frightful sight? • 

However, suddenly the view widened, and ahe«^ there rpsenp a hridgs^ ' 
spanning the river. The Zurich railway line boldly crosses the Ehine^,^ 
and on the left baud passes under a long tunnel. Madame Mornao th^;^ 
remembered that tliis daring construction, the l)riflge, rose at but a Shoi^ ' 
distance from the falls. 8he knew that in a moment more all ' 

over. 8tiU, a ray of hope was left her. The boat might pass hear thh i 
piles of the bridge j their hands might be able to clutch hold of sonb irOh 
ring fastened to the stonework ; or a rope might be thrown to them from' 
the top. All this was senseless, but in such cases hope lives to the lUst' 
moment. Madame Mornac touched the j^onng girl, who 1^9 10^ hk 
thought, and gently said to her : ** Andr^e, prepare yourself,** 

* * To die ? I am ready, ” answered Madame de Mathis’s goddaughter witH' 
touching simplicity. 

“ No, to try and save us both.** 

Aiidr6e sadly shook her head, and pointed to the cataract ahead, whiOh 
was throwing up a mass of foam. A wave now canghj the boat and , it 
darted like an arrow towards the middle arch. On the bridge there stood 
a few frightened spectators. They called out and ran about, ‘4ut did not 
attempt to save the boat, and, in point of fact, nothing would now avail, 
as they knew only too well. The arch was passed, and the boat then im-“ 
mediately entered the rapids above the falls, The water had suddenly 
grown shallower, sharp rocks jutt^ above the surioce, and violent and 
repeated shocks shook the frail crl^t. Andr^e looked death in tho faioe, 
and took in at^ glance the frightful spectacle of the waterfall. 

• 'I’h'^Mrr.ftn is here divided into two sheets of vrater, separated by e 
vertical rock which emerges like some great giant faom tlie framing billowt. ' 
U’h*e spray rising from the abyss throws^- halo above the isolated steep, . 
against the base of, which the water perpetually dashes, but nature has 
sown about its sides scant shrubs, which sway iil the blast of the cataracti 
and that day the sun streamed joyously over the*FoOk which the Witter haA 
polished brightly. And r^e l(K)kcd for the last time at the blue heavcp^ 
green-tide spring, and they knelt down to pray. ^ , 
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The most miraculous of chances had kept the boat in tiie exact centre of 
the stream. Sent at first from one rock to another, it^had at last been 
thrown into the central current, and now sped straight towards the rook 
which cuts the cataract atwain. The larger n^ass of water is on the right 
hand, .on which side the water has less force. On the left, however, the 
Rhine dashes along with astounding violence between the high conical rock 
and the bank on wiich wooden staircases have been constructe'Sl to enable 
tourists to view the cataract as closely as possible. 

Tlio central rock, even, is accessible on its lower side. That is to say, 
by embarking below the cataract, it can be reached by CLireful j^issring be- 
tween the two arms of the river wiiich rush forth past ellilWsllhore. A 
boat makes the jonrntiy all clay, and as it is not dangerous, timid 
travellers willingly brave the formidable torrent in this way. The result 
is, that in fine weather one can almost alwa3^s see two or three Englishmen 
with whit§ sunshades perched upon the top of the ccnt^-al rock ; but 
altliough iimay be accessible on this side, no one has ever attempted to 
approach it from above the stream. The boat, wliich might by an unhoped- 
for chance thus reach the rock, would soon be caught by the current and 
then overturned in the falls. 

While the young girl was praying, bent <lowii near the bows of the boat, 
Madame Morn^^c was looking with haggard eyes at the black mass of rock 
against which the Rhine seemed about to dash them. In such a moment as 
this the brain acc]uires almost miraculous power, and the i)oor woman had 
time to think that she might still be able to clutcli at the rock before being 
.precipitated into the falls. Was it a delusion ? She thought that amid the 
foam about the base she had caught sight of a man who was standing upon 
the nearest point of tlie rock. Ho seemed to be stretching out his ai‘ms to- 
wards the unfortunate women. 

Madame Mornac rose instinctively as if to throw herself towards him, 
but a frightful shock made her fall backward. The boat liad })ocu hurled 
against the rock, and was half full of water. A few^ seconds more, and the 
wave which had raised it would dash' it into the depths of the cataract. 
Andrce closed her eyes, thinking that death had come. 

Almost immediately something cold seemed to brush against her check ; 
a sharp sound was then hoard, and it sceuiecl to her that the lx>at, instead 
of capsizing, was slowly advancing, scraping against the rock. This, she 
thought, would be the last pause bereve the frail bark was overturned, and 
she murmured the name of Jean do Monville, At this moment^ however, 

■ she felt tn 0 strong arms about i;er waist, and became conscious that she was 
being laid upon solid soil —then all at once she fainted. When she re- 
vived, the first person she bolndtl was Madame Mornac. The good lady 
was kneeling beside her, rubbing her hands, and uttering confused ex- 
chnnations. “ Wlicro am 1 ? ” asked the young girl, in a faint voice. 

** In safety, my dear child, in safety ! But had it not been for this 
gentleman, who came to our help just in time, we should both of us at tliis 
moment be at the bottom of the Rhine.” ^ " 

Andr6o then raised her eyes, and saw a man stand ing behind Madame 
Mornac, He was lean^ against the rock, with his arms crossed, and, 
instead of coming forvvard to help those whom he had just saved, he 
remained silent and moti^iless. His attire was as eccentric as his beliaviour, 
for he \voro a long cloak, xhe lowered hood of wdiich covered his face com- 
pjetely. 

The boat, ^hauled out of the water, lay on oiieiaide on the slippery base of 
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the rock , A loiigf opo, having at one end a grappling iron by .means of which 
the bark had been arrested in its course, lay' at the feet of the stranger. 
He had evidently caught and drawn the boat by means of this solid, iron 
hook, at the very moment^ when was about to bo capsized, and ho had 
hauled it upon the rock before the current could sweep it into the fails. 

Such a f§at could never have been effected without the help of Providence, 
for the moment between life and death had not been long enough for mere 
htrniauity to intervene. Madame Mornac, who had seen how the rescue 
had been effected, since slie had been looking at the rock at the very 
moment 6f the shock, could not understand how it Avas that she still really 
^xisted. With her impetuous disposition she was not a woman to remain 
^ong in iinccrtiKhty^ and as soon as she saw that Andrde was reviving, she 
roso||||ickly and darted towards the stranger. “Ah, sir,” said she, 
huriifSSyjift^J^how is it that I have not yot thanked you ? You mustn’t 
find fault witii me, however. At my age, peo^de easily forget^ and I was 
so much frightened — ^not so much for myself as for this poor girl.” 

While she talked on jBrith great rapidity, she seized holW of the stranger’s 
hands. “Come, come ! ” said she, . “ I must ! I must give you a kiss.” 

Indeed, she was about to embrace him, but he released his hands, *aud 
slipping aside resumed his meditative attitude. Andr<5e looked on, ami 
her first feeling of terror gave way to other emotions. This man who had 
given her back her life, and who persisted in concealing bis face, awakened 
strange curiosity in her mind. Her imagination, over-excited by the 
terrilue shocks which she had endured, pictured .Jack of thcr Cliffs in this 
strange disguise*; and this, altliough she had fully believed him dead, for 
it was now more than six months since any one had heard aught of the 
young savage of the Black Hock ; however, she was in no condition for 
sound reasoning, and her heart boat so fast that she could not utter a wonl. 

“Your name, sir, tell me your name, I beg of you,” said Madame 
Mornac, with increasing vehemence. 

“ There is no use in my giving it,” replied the stranger. 

“Ah ! it isn’t he ! ” munnured the young girl, “ I should have recognised 
his voice.” 

“ No use ! What do you mean ? ” exclaimed the notary’s wife. “ But I 
must know, so that I, my husband, my adopted daughter, and her sod- 
mother, and all our relatives, may be able all their lives to show you tueir 
gratitude, to love you, and make you happy — ” 

“I am a foreigner and shall soon leave this place — perhaps to-morrow,” 
stammered the stranger. 

“ Nonsense ! Those are bad reasons for refusing the friendship of two 
poor women, whom you have just saved from a frightful death ! JJesides, 
you will have to take us home to the chalet in which we l>v^ii|^p|iib afi - 

The stranger remained silent, but it was eas^ to see that Mor* 

^nac’s request did not please hifn. “Come, sir ! ” said shc,^ ^Plpcannot 
moan it. How can you suppose that we are going to let yop gooff without * 
even knowing to whom Ave owe our live^? Monftic would never forgive 
me if I did. He is my husband. I am not likc^jiirou, and I tell you my 
name, my husband’s name, the name of the best man on the face of the 
earth — who, by-the-bye, was formerly a notary Paris— and who will re- 
ceive you with open arms.” 

Tlio stranger still hesitated to reply ; still ho ended by saying, with 
niarked embarrassment : * My name would not ailbrd you anyi^atistacrtion, 
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m&clame ; but 1 am greatly touched by the kindness you show mei ahd 1 
shall always remember it.” 

Madame Momac was at a loss to understand the singular obstinaqy of 
her unknown rescuer, but, on the stfength of a fresh idea which now 
entered her head, exclaimed: ‘*We are rich, very rich, and Mornac 
would cheerfully give half his fortune to the man who had savc^l him from 
becoming a wdclower.” 

The worthy lady considered that the stranger’s attire did not indicate 
opulence, and tliought that he would, perhaps, prefer money to words ; but 
her remarks prodxicod au effect diametrically opposite to what she had ex- 
pected. 

“I am obliged to leave you, madame,” rejoined the si^ranger, curtly. 
“The boatmen who brought me are waiting on the other side of rock. 
I will tell them that you are here, and they will take you ashoref^Smd re- 
turn for me. ” ^ 

“I did not mean to offend you, sir,” now said Madame Mornac, with 
emotion. “ Heaten is my witness that I did not expect to requite you 
by giving you money. I’m always making the samfe mistake, it seems.” 

This strange dialogue had taken place on a narrow platform against 
which tlie waves incessantly beat, whilst the ^rock rose up behinil, 
Andr(Se had iH)t spoken, but as soon as she recovered her strength, 
she rose with the in.tcntion of joining her entreaties to Madame Mornac’s. 
“Will you refuse me, also?” said she, holding out her hand to her 
rescuer. 

The stranger made a motion ns though about to clasp it, but mastered 
his w^ish to do so, and drew back near some steps out in the rock to furnish 
tourists with an access to the platform. “ I will send the boatmen to yon, 
mademoiselle,” he said bowing, and thereupon he disappeared behind the 
rock. 

Madame Mornac wished to run after this strange fellow who fled from 
her thanks, but Andr6e detained her. “ He will return,” said she ; “ it is 
impossible for him to leave us like this.” 

“ Did you ever see such an original being as that ? ” began the notary’s 
wife, raising her hands to heaven ; “to save people, and then desert them ? 
Who ever heard of such a thing ? ” 

“ He is perhaps obliged to go off at once. He told us i:hat he was going 
away from here to-morrow, and — ” 

“ Hd ! Groing away ? Well, he doesn’t look much like a tourist in that 
monk-like garment ! What could he have been doing with that rope and 
hook ? Whoever he may bo, however, we may thank heaven that we have 
been saved bjj a miracle,* for the second time. ” 

This allusion to the scene at Biville went straight to Andrde’s heart, for she 
had not yet renounced her imaginaiy belief ; still she dared not to confess 
to MadameMornac that she bad for an instant hoped that the man in the 
cloak wnsvean de Mouville. “ Our saviour,” resumed the worthy lady, 
“ cannot long Ijidc himself, indeed I must find him again, eehaffhauseif 
isn’t such a big place, aVid even if I have to ransack every inn hereahoqts, 
I’ll find him I BesideBwnow triat I think of it, the boatmen must know 
who ho is, and they will tell me where he lives. Ah 1 here .they como. 
My good fellows,” she ac^jed, to the boatmen, “ you are going to take Ua 
ashore, are you not ? lam very anxious to sot foot on fiim land again.” 

“ Certainly we are, madame,” said the elder of the two watermen, who 
fmdnpw come forward, cap in hand, “ but I ca%’t believe my ^es in 4ee* 
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jng yoti here ! I iLve been forty years in this part of the country and I ^ 
never saw anything to equal what has happened to you to-day* iHie last ; 
person who was caught by the current in .that way was a young fellow 
from Dachsen, a village near by.* His boat also touched rook> 
but the current caught it and whirled it like a feather into the great . 
waterfall.** , 

/The other boatman had meanwhile picked up the rope and gf'applii^ 
iron, and having shown it to his comrade they exchanged remarks ih 
German. ** It was the foreign gentleman who threw out the rope, was it 
not ? ** said the older boatman to the notary’s wife. 

What ! didn’t he tell you so ? ** exclaimed Madame Mornac, 

“ No, indeed h He was in too great a hurry.** 

“ But he is down there in some boat of yours, is ho not 1 ** 

Not at all 1 He jumped into a boat which some English people from 
the Schw-eizerhef Hotel had left there, and he went off alone, merely calling 
out to us, * There are two ladies on the other side j you must take them 
home.’ We did not know what he meant, as no one ever lands hereon 
this aide, as you may sfipposo ; and we had seen no one about although 
wc had been here for two hours or so.” , 

“ Well, let us go ! take us off I I want to overtake that stranger,*^ said 
Madame Mornac, eagerly. * • 

“ Oh 1 he must be ashore by this time.” 

“ But you must know hia name ? Who is he ? ” 

‘‘ Well, he engaged our boat last week, and every morning at dawn wo 
bring him hero. He stays for two or three hours, more or less, but as soon 
as he sees a boat coming up with tourists in it, he comes down as fast as he 
can and we row him ashore.” 

“ What in the world can he do here, x)erched for entire hours upon this 
rock ? *’ 

“I can’t tell you, indeed, madame. He climbs with hie rope and 
grappling iron to the top of the rock, ami jumps about dh the outlying 
crags, and he must be very sure-footed and sharp-sighted not to meet with 
an accident.” 

“ But it is sheer folly to do such things.** 

“ Well, sometimes he brings a pencil and draws, and people round 
about say that he is an engineer making plans for the use of the French 
army in, case of war. But that’s all rot.” 

“ Js he a Frenchman ? ” 

** I think BO, although he speaks German very well,” 

This information interested the two ladies so mucli that they forgot the 
terrible emotions through which they had just passed. ^ 

“The accident must nave been seen,” resumed the boatman, “for the 
railAvay bridge is crowded with people.” 

And, in fact, a number of curious faces were visible above the parapet, 
^'hile groii}:^ had collected on the road along tlie right bank. This sight 
reminded Madame Mornac that her husband might be one, of the anxipus 
crowd. The notary had left the chalet eaijy in the*moinmg, and his walk 
must have taken him in the direction of the falU^ It would have been 
cruel to prolong his suspense ; so she told the l^atman that she wpuld 
listen to the rest of his story while he rowed tljpm home, and then ein^ 
barked with Andr^^e. Just as they were seating themselv<^^ ite boatj, 
they saw another skiff approach the foot of a mill, noaar thiifieeat Water- 
fall, and a man spring li^tly to the ground. “ It is he 1 Andr^ 
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who saw the stranger stride away and disappear behind the trees on the 
bank. 

Yes, mademoiselle, that’s he,” replied the old boatman ; “ he is going 
home, and we sha’u't see any more of nim till to morrow morning.” 

Home 1 ” cried Madame Mornac. “ Do you mean to that big hotel up 
there?” 

“ No. He is Uying with a peasant, a full mile from here,” 

** How strange ! One would almost think that there was some mystery 
oonne.tcd with his life.” 

“Oh, it isn’t very difficult to guess that,” said the boatman taking up 
his oars. 

“ What do you mean, my good fellow ? ” *» 

“ Well, as soon as we get out of this whirlpool here, I’ll tell yon, 
madame. There’s no danger, but one has to be oareKil hereabouts, 
you see.”. 

The boat was going ahead, but it rocked so much that it seemed as 
though it was <Ai the ocean in a high wind. Andr(ie turned her head, and 
glancing at the cataract realised tlie full horror ot the fate which she had 
escaped. The avalanches of water pouring down with a frightful noise 
gave one the 89 nsation of the most dreadful death. 

“ There ! ”t»said the boatman, when tho boat was at some distance from 
the falls, “wo have only to row quietly, now.” 

“You know, then, why this stranger loads so strange a life ? ” inquired 
Madame Momac. 

“ He did not tell me, madame, but it is easy to see that he has liad some 
trouble, l even think that ho does not care to live, and that ho runs into 
danger so as to lose his life if lie can. But it is all very easy to under- 
stand.” 

“ Why ? ” asked Madame Mornac, in surprise. 

“ Why ? Then you did not see his face ? ” 

“No.” 

“True, he had his hood pulled over it.” 

“ Does he always have it lowered in that way ? ” 

“ Generally ; but sometimes he forgets, and 6ne day I saw enough of his 
face to guess what troubles him.” 

“ Tell us what you mean, for Heaven's sake 1 ” 

“ Well, madame, lie doesn’t look like a human being.” 

“ What can you possibly mean by that, my good fellow ? ” asked Madame 
Mornac, with an air of iiicrodality. 

“ Why, as surely as my name is Franz Stapler, and, as I served in 
Algeria, in the foreign legion, it makes me shudder merely to look at him, 
and if the young lady saw him she would die of fright.” 

“ Bah ! ugliness is no crime : and a man who has saved one’s life must 
always appear handsome.” 

“Ah, madame, you can't imagine what he looks like ! Po yon kiiojv 
that folks arejjeginning to talk about it in the neighbourhood, and have 
already given liim a nickname 1” 

“What is it?” 

“ Why, they call him the * Death’s-licad,’ ” replied the boatman, lower- 
ing his voice. 
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Ox tho ovening of this terrible day, the Mornacs eat chatting at their fire- 
side, in the dining-room of the chalet. In Switzerland the nights are 
almost always cool, and a fire is not unpleasant in Mav, so that Madame 
Mornac had had a largo one made of pine logs, to drive aVay the dampness. 
Andr(5e, worn out with fatigue, had retired early, and Madame do Mathis 
never sat up late. Madame Mornac, therefore, was alone with her hus- 
band, and they had so many things to say to one another that they were 
only too glad ofisan opportunity for a long talk, 

“ Really, my dear,” said the ex-notary, “ I begin to think that luck has 
set iu against us since last year. The death of poor Mathis, your adventure 
ou the beach at.Bivillc, and the danger you were in to-day, all ^heso mis- 
fortunes are more than happened to us during thirty previous years of 
married life.” • 

“ That’s true, and I cfln’t help suspecting that the hand of that rascal, 
Jidcs, lain everything tliat happens to us.” . 

Wliat? Monsieur Noridetl lie is here, I know. I met lum juat now 
as I was coming from the burgomaster’s liousc.” . 

“And you told me nothing about it!” cxelaimod Madame Mornac, 
springing from her chair. 

“ Dear me ! I Ihoiiglit that as we have nothing whatever to do with 
him, bis prcscnco at Schairiiausen would not interest you.” 

“Hut don’t you realise tliat it was he who tried to kill Andr^c and rno 
this morning ? ” 

“What!” exclaimed M. Mornac, who usually looked favourably upon 
all men. 

“There you go again,” retorted his wife, “with your mania for believing 
that everybody on the face of the eartli is good and moral and proper ! I 
tell you tliat this scamp has come to prowl about the chalet, to spy upon 
us, and that he profited by a chance, when unobserved, to cut the rope 
that secured our boat.” 

“ The fact is, that I (luestioncd the boatmen, and they maintain that the 
rope Iiad been cut short with a kiiite or an axe ; still 1 cannot believe that 
there are people wicked enough to commit a crime without the slightest 
motive.” 

“ Without a motive ! Well, Noridet has motive enough, 1 should say.” 

“ ^Vhat is it, if you please ? Rich as he now is, do you think he cares to 
appear before a criminal court?” 

“ But can’t you understand that he hates Andr6c, who nearly inherited 
his uncle’s fortune in his stead ? ” 

“ T’eople may dislike one another and yet be mcax)able of murdering 
them.” ^ 

• “That is all very Tvell, but I shall satisfy myself about all this to- 
morrow ; since you are so timid, I shall go to the authorities of SchafT- 
haiisen and ask them to have an investigation niacl^” 

“ My dear, I don’t refuse to go with yon,” said M. Mornac, who did not 
wish to carry on a matrimonial quarrel ; “ but it seems to me that we had 
better first look for the man wJio saved your lives. 

“ We can do botli ; I am quite ready to begin with our reader. I hope 
that wc 'shall he able to tlnflik and reward him as he deserves. Wo .will 
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take Monsieur Noridet in hand atterwards, and lie won’/ lose anything by 
waiting.” " 

“ 1 am afraid that we will have a great deal ot trouble in finding your 
strange preserver. The burgomaster confirmed to me everything that was 
told you about liim. It appears that the unfortunate fellow camo to this 
country about the same time as wc did» and that he hides himself as 
though he were a leper, on account of liia uglinc.ss.” 

It is incredible ! But do people even know bis name ? ’* 

“ He is, or calls himself, Vivrro Letort, and ho must be well off, as he 
has already given a thousand francs for the town poor.” 

Contrary to her usual habit, Madame Morn,ac fell into a silent vcverif. 
It was easy to see that the mystery of the man with the #leath’s-hcad ali' 
sorbed her thoughts to the exclusion of Noridet. “ Well ! ” she cried sud- 
denly, “ you may say what you like ; but I am not so sorry that the poor 
fellow is hideous.” 

“ Why,* pray t exclaimed licr husband, in surprise. 

“Because ourwilear Audrde has a very lively imagination, and she might 
have fallen in love with our preserver.” ' 

“ You must find her a husband, my dear.” 

^‘Find her a husband! That’s easy to say; but w’ould you believe it, sho 
is still thinking about that young fellow who did us such a service at 
Bivillc ? Well, sho talked to mo about him this very morning.” 

“Yes, yes, poor Jack of the Cliffs ! 1'hat love affair was certainly a voi‘y 
foolish one ; but I never could believe that the poor lad was capable ot all 
the abominations he was charged with.” 

“ I*m very glad, all the same, that we have not heard anything more ot 
him.” 

“ He must have gone to Knglaud after his escape. Our farmer, Dauguc, 
wrote to me the other day that they were going to sell his little pi nee at 
the Black Book to pay for the legal expenses. But that makes nio thinly 
of a very strange coincidence.” 

“ What is that ? ” 

“Why, my successor, Franchard, was talking to me of a young man who 
would be an excellent match for Andr^e. He mentioned him to mo t i'c 
day before we went aw'ay. He said that he had placed five hundred thou 
sand francs with him in his practice, and that he was very good looking imi 
quite a gentleman. Now, it seems that this ])h(]cnix of hushaiids is nani' fl 
Jean de Monville, the very same name that Jack of the Cliffs claimed as 
being rightfully his own.” 

“ Well, that only pro^^es that Jean was an impostor. I alw^ays thought 
he was one, for my part.” Madame Mornac forgot over readily tliat sho 
owed her life to the young fellow vi Jioin she was thus condemning vidthout 
appeal, and her husband took his chin between his thumb and forefinger, 
which, witli him, was a decided sign of disapproval, 

“ I should prefer to hear something about poor Count d’Alc^mo who di.s- 
appeared so mysteriously, and who seemed to take such a deep interest iii 
Andr^o. I never knew why, however,” said the notary’s wife. 

“ Well,” replied her^husbanfi, “ ho must have known her father very 
intimately indeed, for he would not have given twenty -five thousand francs 
to a stranger ; the count must have been charged to do so by his friend.” 

“ Hum ! that story al^’ays seemed very queer to me. I greatly approve 
of Anclr^e n^NJ drawing any of the money,” 

“/The fact is that the deed has never even bten taken out of my safe,” 
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M. Momac, *^iot even for the purpose of receiving payment of the 
arrears now duo, and this irregular state of things must be set right some 
day, for—” 

“ Oh ! we’ve time enough for all fliat ! The first thing to be done is to 
rid of Monsieur Jules Noridet.” 

“Wo cannot prevent him from travelling in Switzerland, can we?” said 
^1, Mornac, quietly. 

“ What in tlio world has he come here for, I should like to know ! It is 
th(^ beginning of spring, just the time for the races, and 1 should have 
t hought he was indispensable in the Bois do Boulogne and at the clubs. Is 
it natural for this dandy to abandon the drawing-room of Baroness Brossin, 
to come and promenade up and down at Schanhausen, where there isn’t 
cvtni a cat to be seen ? ” 

‘ ‘ But, my dear — ” 

“ lie still, Mornac, you drive me crasy ! If one only believed. you, one 
•tvoiild tliiuk that ev^erything Wiis charming in life.” 

“1 think tliat ^ou would do as well to trike a little refift,” said the ex- 
notary, timidly, for he foresaw a storm; “you must be dreadfully tired, 
it is getting late.” * 

“1 am not in the least tired, but I prefer to sleep rather than listen to 
Vi'ur stupid lem.irks.” • 

Having delivered this tart reply, Madamo Mornac rose and took up a 
MJiiUe to proceed to her bedroom. Just as she was opening the door near 
i!'e stairs, the icpeatod cracking of a whip awakened the echoes of the 
iM'.iccfuI chalet, and the noise of carriage wheels abruptly came to a stop 
outside. At such an hour, and at a season when there are but few tourists 
iii Switzerland, tlii.s was quite unusual, and Madame Mornac had the 
' ui'iosity to look out of the window. It was inoonligiit, and she saw one of 
tJjowe ojien flys which stand waiting for tourists at the railway station. A 
j'lari, alighting, ra])idly crossed the little garden in front of the house, and 
ringing the bell, 

“What does this mean ? ” now' cried Madame Mornac. “Is the place 
oa fire ? There you sit like the god Termiims 1 Can’t you go out and ask 
'his pretentious person why ho is making such a disturbance at our door? ” 

“ 1 am going, my dear, ] am going I ” said the ex-notaiy, proceeding to- 
wards the hall as fast as his dignity would permit, lie r*^ached the door, 
opened it wdth a certain amount of apprehension, and found himself in the 
l)rcsericc of a tall man wearing a travelling cloak. “ What do you desire, 
sir ? ” he asked. 

“ Andr(!ie, Mademoiselle Andr<5e Scalazic. Is she alive ? ” 

“ l)( course she is,” replied M. Mornac in amazement. 

“Ah! 1 am in time then!” mattered the stranger. And wdtlfout 
another word to the ex notary he ran back to his conveyance. “ To the 
Schweizerhof,” ho said to tlie coachman. And the vehicle darted aw'ay 
with a rapidity that would iiave put all the cabs in Paris to shame. 

*Tho foreign name mentioned by the stranger was that of a va,st hotel built 
on the hill, above the falls, at a short distance from tJhe railway line, and a 
full half hour’s drive from the chalet 'where the# Momac family were 
staying. However anxious the traveller might be to reach his destination, 
he had abundant time to talk to the driver, and t|ip latter spared him the 
trouble of beginning the conversation. He spoke French, and was talka- 
ti\’c, like almost all Swiss drivers, who willingly serve as ciceroni to 
strangers wishing to see tlA local curiosities. “You ^vanted jto inquire 
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after the ladies who had such a narrow escape this mx^ningi did yoii not. 
sir ? ” said he, politely touching his hat. 

“ What do you mean ? ” asked the stranger. 

“ WJiat ! didn’t you hear about tho“boat ? There is nothing else talkcc 
of all round about, and you may be sure that it will bo in the Zurich news 
papers to-morrow.’’ 

“ I have just loft the train, and I have had no time to hear anything, 
Wljat happened ? ” 

The traveller asked this question in a quiot manner, but his pallor showee 
that he felt deep emotion. 

“ Well, the boat in which the lady of the chalet and her young miss 
wore Ecatijd nearly went over the falls this morning.” ^ 

“ The falls ! You must be crasy ! They are still alive.” 

“Oh I that was througli a miracle, and since the Rhine has flowed pasi 
Sohaffhaiiseii it is the first time that any human being ever reached th( 
middle rock going down struaui.” 

* ‘ What ! thalPhigh rock which divides the cataract in two ! Was it there — ’ 
This time the stranger’s voice trembled so much tiiat lie could not finish. 

“Well, sir, I must tell you that they were assisted ; for, you see, if nc 
one had happened to be there to throw them a rope just at the righi 
moment, tho#^ current would have carried them either to the right or the 
leit, and then, farewell ! ” 

“ Wli/it is the — the name of the man uho .siuved them?’' ga.spcd the 
traveller. 

“ 1 cannot toll you, sir, for I don’t know it, although people talk about 
him a great deal, but lu' lives on the bank of tbo river below the Schwei- 
zoiiinf, with Fritz, ll'.o salmon-fisher, unless, indeed — ” 

At this moment the driver sociiicd to hesitate. 

“ Why don’t you continue? ” asked tlic stranger. 

“ Unless Fritz turned lam out this evening, for they say, you see, that lie 
has the evil eye — that is to say, he brings ill-luck iq^on ever,) body he sees i 
and since the accident this morning — ” 

“ Rut that is absurd,” interrupted the stranger, “for, without him — 
“Well, you see, sir, it is a super.stiiioii with the people here in the 
country, and as the poor fellow lias a lacc whicli — ” 

“ Can you take me to see him now, this evening ?” again intcrruiited tlit 
traveller. * 

“ Certainly, sir ; my horse's are fi'esh, and there is a road leading straiglit 
to Fritz’s jdacc ; but I thought that you were going to the hotel ? ” 

“ So I am, and you must wait for me. I will (uigage your conveyance 
for the whole evening on conditions that you won’t tell the people at the 
Scliweizerhof a single word about our going to this place.” 

“Oil I ril tell them that you are going to look at the moonlight efioct at 
the falls. I'lie English always do that.” 

Tlicre \viiii a somewluit long spell of silence. The stiianger seemed 
absorhed in t,hought, and the driver whipped his horses to urge them iip 
the hill to the hotel. ' There were lights in several of the windows of this 
colossal structure, whk’h sometimes sheltered hundreds of tourists. 

“ How did this terrible accident happen?” suddenly asked the strange 
traveller. “ Hid the lijj^ies venture out alone upon the Rhine ? ” 

“Ro, sir, they were quietly .sc-ated in the boat, which was moored 
at the end of the garden of their chalet, when suddenly the rope 
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** It seems strains that the rope should have snapped just when they 
were seated in the boat.” 

“ Well, some folks say in Schaf|hausen that it was cut, but I cannot 
believe that anyone would do anything so abominable as that. ” 

“ 1’licre was only one man in the world capable of it,” muttered the 
stranger, and he added aloud : “ Whip up your horses : I want to get to 
the hotel.” 

The driver did not need to be told twice. The appearance, language, 
and manners of the stranger had insi)ircd him with tlie liighest opinion of 
his generosity, and the prospective of a whole ev’^ening’s liberal pay stimu- 
lated liis energy^ They soon reached the hotel by a bye-road turning to 
the left, and the vehicle drove at full trot into the spacious ooui*tyar(l of 
the establishment. 

“ Here are twenty francs for the present,” said the stranger to the driver ; 

you must now go and wait for me at the turn of the road. In tin bout’s 
time I shall bo there. Above all, not a word to anyone hc^^p.” 

“ That is iiiidcrstoocl, «ir.” 

The horses had scarcely stopped in front of the imposing entrance of the 
Schweizerhof, when a gigantic doorkeeper, in a blue and gold livery, 
sounded a gong which brought a swarm of eager attendants to the spot. 
A house-porter, as obsequious as the doorkeeper, seized hold of the strangor^s 
light baggage, while three youn" men in bluek, with white tics, heTped 
him to alight, and a majestic luajor-dorao made ready to take his orders. 
All those servants looked mild but solemn, and their formal manner would 
certainly have intimidated any Parisian who was not acquainted with the 
manners and customs of Swiss hotcils ; but initiated tourists kupw that all 
Eittentiona arc charged for in the bill, and that the bearing of these impo.siiig 
individuals does not prevent them from accepting gratuities when a traveller 
leaves. The stranger no doubt belonged to the category of experienced 
tourists, lor he negligently threw his cloak over the arm of one of tlie 
youths ill dress coats, and said to the inajor domo : 

“ I want a bedroom and sitting-room,” 

“ We have what you require on the first floor, sir : three windows look- 
ing out upon the falls. Will you be kind enough to follow me? ” 

The stranger ran lightly up the entrance-steps between a double row of 
young fellows with white ties, and entered the vestibule. On #he right, 
seated at a mahogany desk, were some clerks making entries with great 
solemnity in registers of imposing size provided w'ith brass clasps. 

“Will ypu be kind enough to tell me your name?” said the niajov* 
domo. 

“Count d’Alcamo, Sicilian, from Paris, going to Italy,” replied the 
Btrangor, in the tone of a man used to Swiss formalities. 

The courtesy of the major-domo increased at the announcement of this 
title — in fact, he became most deferential. 

• “ Be good Enough to tell me,” now said the aristocratic traveller> “the 
number of the room occupied by Monsieur Jules Noridet, a French gditle- 
mair, who must have arrived here yesterdaj^” 

Tlic register-clcrk began turning over the leaves tlf a big book, with true 
German phlegm, and after a conscientious examination, replied : “We have 
no one of that name at the Scliweizerhof.” ^ 

The count^s face clouded ; however, he coldly resumed : ** Perhaps Mon- 
Bieiir Noridet nmy have sent a friend ahead who can tell mo where he is. 
Tell me what French names you have on your list.’* 
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** Only two,” replied the clerk, “first, Monsieur Gautier, from Lyonsi 
travelling with his wife. Secondly, Monsieur de Rolleboise— Henri—from 
his estates near Rouen, going to Geneva.” 

“The season is just opening,” said the major-domo, who was mindful 
of the dignity of the Schweizerhof, “and tourists are not yet very numerous ; 
but we have several English families, a chamberlain of his Majesty, the 
Emperor of Russia, two members of the Italian Parliament, three Brassiliau 
gentlemen, and — ” ^ 

“ That will do,” interrupted the count, “ let me have some supper,” 

“ If you will kindly enter tho dining-room, I will have your room got 
ready, Monsieur le Comte. You will find several persons of distinction at 
the large table.” ^ ^ 

“ I prefer to sup alone,” drily replied M. d'Alcatno. 

The major-domo bowed even lower than usual, and, preceding the noble 
traveller; he ushered him into an extensive and splendidly lighted room. 
Around a large^tablc of horse-shoe form half-a-dozen gentlemen and as many 
ladies were drinking tea and eating bread and butter with that air of silent 
enjoyment which meal-time always brings to the British countenance. 
Count d’^oamo glanced at the gathering and saw no face he knew. 

“ I will set a place for you near the window,” resumed the servant ; 
“ you can eifjoy the sight of tho waterfall by moonlight.” 

But the count did not listen. He had just espied a traveller seated alone 
at one end of the room at a round table. This person had his back to M. 
d’Alcamo, and seemed absorbed in emptying a bottle of Rhino wine. The 
count slowly crossed the room and approached him so softly that he did 
not even turn round. “ Good evening, Monsieur Noridefc,” said Andr^o’s 
protector, laying his hand upon the shoulder of this late diner. 

Noridet — for it was he — had never been of a very patient disposition, 
and since he had reached vSwifczerland, he was in a frame of mind which 
made him lose his temper at the least provocation. Feeling a hand laid on 
bis shoulder, his first impulse was to rise and chastise the insolent offender. 
Perhaps, also, like all whose conscience is not clear, the thought that it 
might be the hand of the law arose in Jiis mind. It is certain, at all events, 
that he roughly repulsed the Count d’Alcamo before even catching sight ox 
his face, and indeed be was about to add violence to rudeness, when he re- 
cognised his dreaded perseentor. Fortunately, however, the English people 
at the large table were so busy with their tea that they paid no atten- 
tion to what was going on. Noridet had turned frightfully pale, and had 
grasped the back of his chair to keep himself from falling. ‘ ‘ I regret appear- 
ing before you so abruptly,’* now said Count d’Alcamo, witlf tho utmost 
politeness, “but I so little expected the pleasure of meeting you hero that 
1 could not resist the temptation to renew an acquaintance which I so 


greatly prize, 
“ My surp: 


“ My surprise is at least equal to yours,” stammered Noridet, confounded 
by this mode of proceeding. •• ^ 

“ ItsecmS'to me worthless to make a sight of ourselves here,” resumed 
the count ; “ and as wc must have a long talk, I think we may as well take 
supper together.” • 

“As you like,” replied Npridet, completely cowed. 

A butler as solemn ms the major-domo now approached with measured 
steps. “Set my plate in front of this gentleman’s,” said Count 
d’Alcama c 


* “ What wine shall 1 have the honour of bringing you, Monsieur le 
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Comte ? ” asked the ^^rave-looking servant, who, like a true German, never 
failed to give all travellers their title. 

“ A bottle of MarcobrUnner, with some ice.^’ 

Noridet was looking down at his plifte and toying mechanically with his 
knife, while the count, with perfect composure, seated himself on the op- 
posite side of the table. 

“ Excuse me, my dear sir,” said M. d’Alcamo, “for having interrupted 
your meal. This is the second time that we sup together,” he continued, 

and I am very fortunate in meeting you at this hotel just as I met you at 
an inn one evening. Bo you remember a certain evening at that inn at 
Chevreuee ? It was the day before your uncle’s will was read at the chateau ; 
you were very unsnsy, for you were afraid of being disinherited, and I 
promised you that on the morrow matters would be arranged to your satis* 
taction. I did not promise wrongly, for, as the will was unsigned, it proved 
worthless, and you became the iindjlputed lord and master of Monsieur do 
Mathis’s three millions. Yes, I ha^e kept my promises, ev^ry one of them, 
I am proud to say, but you have nob kept yours. ” • 

“ I thought that you hafl forgiven the past,” said Noridet, in a voice 
which trembled with fear. 

“ If you allude to the attempt which you made to murder me, and my 
steward as vi^ell, I will tell you that I have not pardoned them# but that I 
have forgotten them, because for the time being it suits me to rlo so. It 
isn’t about those matters that I wish to speak to you this evening.” 

“ What is it, then ? ” asked Noridet, trying to resume his boldness. 
** Haven’t I scrupulously kept the agreement which binds me to you ? Bid 
you tell me to do anything more than to frequent Monsieur Brossiii’s house 
and court his daughter ? ” 

“ That will suffice. You can come back when I call you,” now said the 
count to the waiter, who at this moment brought him a tray, on which was 
set the invariable Swiss supper^ — trout, crayfish, and venison cutlets. When 
the butler had respectfully set before M. d’Alcamo the nine-pin -like bottle 
of Marcobrlinner, and the customary blue wu’ncglass, the two antagonists 
found themselves alone. 

“ Be kind enough to listen attentively to me,” resumed the count, ‘‘for 
this is probably the last private conversation which wo shall have to- 
gether.” 

Noridet could not restrain a gesture of delight. 

“ I .'im obliged to resume the conversation at the point when we met 
! last November, that is^o say, when you were lying on the flagstones at the 
Black Rock with a sword wound in your breast.” 

At this remembrance Noridet turned very pale. 

“ It depended upon me, as you know, to let your adversary dispatch 
you, or even to let you die of exhaustion from loss of blood. Instead of 
resorting to such extreme measures, however, I protected you, revived you, 
anil liad your w^iuul dressed, and gave you a cordial of such good effect that 
diffiug the niglit one was able to take you to Dieppe, where afbef a few days’ 
rest and nursing, you were cured completely^ Before sending you aw'ay, 
1 said to you ; ' I allow you to live on tw o eonditio];)iS. The first is, that 
yon do not attempt to leave France again ; the second, that you will not 
try to injure any of those whom I protect. Y#i kqpw who th^ are, and 
I need not name them to you.’ You swore to do as I required^ and I 
allowed you to depart, ordering you to return to Paris, and await my in- 
structions there. 
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“And as I did not receive any for six months,’* ^joined Noridet, “I 
thought myself free, except as regarded crossing the frontier. Besides, 
you can easily see that I am here as a mere tourist, and have no intention 
of leaving France.” * 

I know that, as you have not taken your money with you, and you are 
not a man to go away without being well provided in that respect.” 

Noridet reddened to the ears. This remark provorl that the mysterious 
personage from whom he had thoiiglit himself free for ever, had never, for 
one instant, ceased keeping a secret watch over his movements. 

“ What have yon to reproach me with, then ? ” he said, bitterly- “ Do 
you forbid my coming as far as the Rhine? What does it matter to you 
whether I am at Schaffliausen or at Eiighien, since you 'can ruin me at any 
time by bringing forward the valid will ? ” 

Whilo he spoke the count looked at him with angry eyes, and the effect 
of his persistent gaze was such that Noridet, in confusion, stopped sliort in 
his desperate attempt at self-justification. M. d’Alcamo then slowly raised 
his hand, and pointed towards the window. 

Below the Schweizerhof the river turned, and the cataract was visible 
just .in front of the dining-room. In the moonlight, tliere gleamed a broad 
white bar extending from shore to shore, and the central rock uproso like 
a dark spectre. Noridet followed tlie direction of the count’s accusing 
gesture with his eyes, and feared its meaning. 

“Thank Heaven, which saved Mademoiselle Aiidrec Salazie,” now said 
the count, in a low but distinct tone. “ Had she perished in that vortex, I 
swear to you, Monsieur Jules Noridet, that this night you would be in the 
vSehafihausen prison, and before the end of the summer, I should have had 
the pleasure or seeing you in Paris on the scaffold, which awaits poisoners 
and murderers.” 

“ I — do not— know — what you mean,” stammered the guilty man, with 
difficulty. 

“ What ! you don’t guess that I kno^ how and by whom the rope was cut ? ” 

“ It isn’t true 1 You have no proofs — you cannot have any.” 

“ l^erhapa not,” said the count, who had again become calm. “ How- 
ever, I may have proofs of the crime at Chevreiise, and these proofs would 
BufiSce to send you where you so well deserve to go. I am determinod to 
use them if necessary.” 

“ Wo are not in France now,” said Noridet, who seemed anxious to leave 
his scat. 

“No, but extradition is never refused when monsters like you are in 
question. Sit still, and let me finish what I have to say.” 

“ I am listening,” replied Noridet, hoarsely. 

“ For six months past you have not done anything which T have not 
known, or taken a step which I have not had watclied. Although you 
have not received any orders from me, that is merely because the time for 
action had not yet come ; and if you have for an instant escaped those ^ho 
have been fpllowing you, believe mo it will not occur again. Besides, the 
time is not far off when your^servitude will come to an end.” 

“ What do you nv^an? ” asked Noridet, panting for breath. 

“I mean that before a mouth has elapsed, I shall have obtained from 
you all that I wish ; and tfhen, I not only won’t prevent you from leaving 
Francg, but I shall give you orders to leave it, and I shall prevent you 
from ’Rrer returning. It is on these conditioi^s that I will once more consent 
to spare your life,*^ 
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“ Will you give m< back the will and the proofs ? ** 

You shall keep your foi-tune, and I will promise not to denounce you 
as long as you remain abroad.** 

Noridet bowed his head, biting his lips till the blood came, but he realised 
only too well that he could not refuse to obey, and besides, he relied upon 
chance to free him from Alcamo’s power. “ What must I do ? ” he asked. 
*'■ In the first place you must start for Paris to-morrow morning.** 

“I will do so.** , 

“You will resume your usual mode of life while there, and when you 
chance to meet me at Monsieur Brossin’a house — *’ 

“ But he believes you dead,” interrupted Noridet, unthinkingly. 

“ I will uudertjsko to explain my accident and absence, and you must 
bake care not to say anything contradictory. In addition, you must well 
come any one whom I may choose to introduce to Madame liiroasin.” 

“ Very well. Is that all? ” , 

“ You can scarcely suppose so. The rest is this ; No matter when I bid 
you do so, you must ask for the hand of Mademoiselle Hemiette Brosshi 
ill marriage.” ' 

“ I will do that. What then ? ” 

“ I shall also have occasion to summon you before a magistrate.’* 

On hearing this, Ncridet started. • 

“ Oh, doirt be alarmed,” added the count. “ You will simply be called 
upoii to testify in a matter which docs not concern you personally.’* 

“ Very well. What thou ? ** 

“ After that, as I has'^e just told you, you can take your uncle’s millions 
to America. But remember this : at the first attempt which you make 
against Mademoiselle Andr6o, or those about her, I shall hand you over to 
justice. — This Mareobrlinner is excellent,** added Count d’Alcaino, in a 
louder voice, as he ended, and saw the major-domo gravely advancing to 
toll him that his room v'as ready. 

lie now rose, made a friendly gesture which averted the necessity of his 
[)ncring his hand to his companion, and said in a careless tone : “ My dear 
sir, as you are returning to 'Paris to-morrow by the first train, T won’t pre- 
vent you from retiring eax’ly, As I have only just arrived 1 prefer to smoke 
a cigar in the garden, and look at the cfTeot of the moonlight on the water- 
fall.** 

This remark was partly intended to explain the situation to the butler, 
but it contained an order which Noridet easily understood, lie bowed 
politely and left the table to return to his room where he had to make? J»is 
prep.arations lor departure. Once more the scoundrel felt that be was 
uiKier the sway of a will superior to his own, and he saw the impossibility 
of caj-rying on so unequal a struggle. The prospect of reaching the term of 
lii.s bondage somewhat consoled him, and he not unwillingly prepared to re- 
turn to i*aris, “ This man cannot live forever,” ho said to himself as ho 
went up the stt^rcase of tlie Schwoizerliof. “ After liia death I can return 
to^France even if he obliges me to leave it, and 1 shall, perhaps, only have to 
make ^ short stay in America.” ^ 

AVhile the murderer was thus reasoning, Count d’Algamo left the dining- 
room, and took a feAV turns up and down the terrace where several romantic 
Englishwomen wore already seated. The absorptioj^ of an unlitnited num- 
ber of cups of tea had undoubtedly awakened their eiithusias?n, for, while 
contemplating the Rhine, lighted up by the silvery rays of the moon, they 
heaved sighs enough to turn a* windmill. The count, who was no| given to 
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reverie, at last proceeded to the lower part of the gardlexi where he wae siii 
of meeting no one, as admiration in sofitudo is not to the taste of sentimer 
tal lady- tourists from Great Britain. He soon found a gate conducting on 
of the grounds and started down a sfeep road, to the SchafThauseu highway 
Here he espied his conveyance waiting for him, and he had some trouble i 
awakening the driver who was snoring on liis box. 

“I didn't think that you would come at all, sir,” said the fellow, rul 
biug his eyes. “ Do you still wish to go to Fritz’s cot ? ” 

** Of course I do,” said Count d’Alcamo, getting into the vehicle, ** but i 
is unnecessary to lot the people at the hotel see us. ” 

“ There is a road which winds round at some distance from the Schwoi 
zerhof, but I am afraid that everybody in the cot will bfr asleep,” 

“We will wake them up then ; I must, without fail, see the man whor 
we spoke about, this very night. ” 

The place hasn’t a very good name.” 

“Are you afraid ? ” asked the count, abrux>tly. 

“ No, sir, ’’'replied the drivvT, whipping up his horses. “For although ; 
great many stories have been told about old Fritz, I don’t believe i 
single word of them, and as for the evil eye which his lodger is accused o 
having, you know that when a man has served in the militia for five years 
he doesn’t<iredit such nonsense.” 

“Let us go on then,” said Alcamo quietly ; “if you manage properly, , 
will double your pay. ” 

The vehicle now rolled along on the Basle road, and the well-rcstec 
horses tiotted briskly enough to show that the trip would not take upumc! 
time. Indeed after twenty minutes driving along the hilly but well kep 
road, the conveyance turned down a sloping liy way. 

“I am obliged to go slowly here, sir,” said the driver, “ for the tlescon 
is very diflScult, and there are a great many stones.” 

“ All right, we have time enough.” 

“I don’t know whether I can get as far as the door of Fritz’s place ; hi 
shanty is perched among the rocks near the water, and there is the vori 
deuce of a road below.” 

“ Never mind ; stop when the horses have gone as far as they can man 
age and I will walk the rest of the way.” 

“ That will bo all the better, for if the stranger should liear the sound o 
our wheels he might shut himself up, and refuse to open the door,” 

“ Why should he do that? ” 

“ Oh, because he is like some * wild man o’ the woods.’ He always thinki 
that people go to sec him out of curiosity, and as he is well oft*— so i 
appears — he doesn’t care to show himself to amuse pfeople. Only lately 
some Russians who had put up at the Rheinfall Hotel, on the other side o 
the river, heard that the stranger with the death’s-liead u as walking abou 
under the willow trees, so they crossed the river exprc*ssly to sec him. Bu 
as soon as ho saw them coming, he perched himself in the Joft of the hyt 
and sent them word by Fiitz that if they persisted in advancing he atiouh 
fire at them.” r- 

“ That’s strange, ’•.muttered Alcamo. 

The information given him concerning the singular foreigner disturber 
him greatly, and he a^ked himself by what series of events this unfortun 
ate fellow so afflicted by nature had found himself at hand, at the ver] 
moment when needed, to rescue Aiidr^c. ^ However, after lialf-an-hour’j 
difficult iUiving, the coaclimau pulled up his horses on a little platform bo 
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low some gigantic walnut-trees, the brauches of which stretched out over 
the road. 

It is impossible to go any further,. sir,” he said. 

“ All right. You must show me the way, that’s all,” replied the count, 
leaping lightly to the ground. 

‘ ‘ The shanty is just below the spot where we now arc. You must go that 
way, on the right. The path turns two or three times, but it ends in front 
of Fritz’s door, so you cannot make a mistake.” 

Good ! Remain here till I return.” 

“ Certainly, sir. I sha’n’t stir, and if you need me, sir, you Only have to 
call me. My hor^s are too tired to mn away and besides I am going to 
give them some oats.” 

I hope that I shall not need you,” replied Alcamo, who did not imagine 
that ho was running into any danger. 

“Ah, you are in luck,” rejoined the driver: “the stranger isn’fin bed 
yet. I SCO alight in the shanty.” ^ 

The count stooped downf holding on to the trunk of a tree, and fifty feet 
l>elow liirn he saw a faint glimmer of light. “ I shall be back in^ an hour’s 
Lime,” he called out, and then walked briskly away. 

The driver’s warnings to be careful were lost amid tho rustling of tbo 
leaves in the wind, and Alcamo soon found himself alone on an alflrnpt slope, 
iarkened by huge overhanging rocks. He helped himself along to the best 
Df his ability by clutching at the bushes on the other side of tlie road, and 
proceeded cautiously, trying to avoid alarming the inmate of the hut. 
Pebbles rolled away every moment as his feet touched them, and made the 
Icscent difficult. At last, however, ho reached tho foot of the slope, and 
saw that the Rhine was running along some twenty feet away. The salmon 
fisher had built his hut on a narrow strip of land which lay between the 
rocks and tlie river, Tlie mysterious stranger who scorned to fly from 
"iveryone could net have found a more retired spot. The hut w’as a shape- 
loss mass of planks and trunks, roughly hewn and surmounted by a point«id 
roof. This primitive dwelling had two floors, however, and a light was 
diining from the only window of the lower one. 

Alcamo stealthily approached and looked in at the window. He saw a 
mattress in one corner, two or three low stools, and a deal table. Tho 
place scorned little suited to a wealthy tenant. By the light of a rustic 
amp, a man was reading attentively. He was loaning upon his elbows, and 
lis hands supported his head which was covered by the hood of his cloak ; 
moreover, he sat with his back to the window, so that, even if the hood had 
not been raised, the count could not have seen his features. This was un- 
inistakeably tho stranger, however, for he had neither the dress nor the 
general appearance of the people of the neighbourhood, and the fact that he 
3overed his face in this manner, sufficcntly proved that he was determined 
jO preserve a strict incognito. 

•ilcamo was Jazing, beyond a doubt, at Andr(5c’s mysterious rescuer, and 
It depended upon him to penetrate the mystery with which^tliis strange 
person surrounded himself. He thought, at first, of remaining motionless 
it his post and waiting till the man with the dcath’s*head turned round. 
EIo was curious to see whether the driver had not exaggerated the ugliness 
svith which the unfortunate fellow was afflicted. However, two or three 
minutes elapsed without his making any motion. The count tlien concluded 
that his secret observation was too much like that of a i^y, and bo advanced 
towards the. door. The latch yielded to the pressure of his flngersi the doCfr 



2G 


HIS GEEiLT EEVENQE. 


Opened easily , and as lie stepped lightly, he had advanced eome little wa 5 
into the room before the stranger was aware of his presence, The brushing 
of Alcaino’s cloak against some fishing-tackle attracted the reader’s atteii' 
tion, however, and he started up. The count had so manoeuvred that the} 
were in front of one another, and he introduced himself with a phrase whicl 
he hod already prepared. ** Fear nothing, sir,” he said, softly, “I am a 
friend who has come to see and thank you.” 

Hearing a human voice in the midst of his solitude, the stranger bounded 
as frightened as Kobinson Crusoe, when he espied Friday’s footprints on tlu 
sand of his island. Ho stood erect with his back to the wall, and his arms 
extended as though to repulse the stranger who had dtir#d to disturb liim ; 
Jiowever, the movement which he had made in rising, had made his hood 
fall back, and his face was now clearly visible in the lamplight. 

Alcamo recoiled with surprise, almost with terror, !Ncvcr had his ini- 
agiuati6n called up so hideous a sight. 

The strang(;r had no eyebrows, and his two sunken lifeless eyes seemed 
like two black holes above his projecting cheek bones. His nose waE 
shapeless, and his lips, drawn back by a horrible contraction, displayed a 
double row of white teeth. His skin was of the colour of parchment, and 
his denuded forehead had tlie earthy hue of skulls polished hy time, which 
are found ui ossuaries. The rescmblaneo to a death’s-head was striking, 
but the most frightful characteristic of this funereal mask was its im 
mobility. The unhappy fellow’s face was powerless to construe the iiii 
pressions of his mind. The wrinkles furrowing his emaciated cliceks, 
seemed as though cut in the marble of a tombstone, and his mouth displayed 
that eternal grin of death so often seen in skulls. It seemed as though his 
features liad turned to stone in the convulsions of dying agony, and that 
they would never again express joy, grief, or, indeed, any of tlio sensations 
of u living creature. The count’s amazement was such that lie could not 
add a word to the brief sentence which ho had articulated before seeing the 
sti anger’s face. The latter soon discovered that he had ilisclosed his linea- 
ments to view. He raised his hood and lowered his head so as to hide 
himscU' from Alcamo, who, he thought, came as an enemy. “ What dc 
you desire ? ” he asked in a h usky voice. 

have just told you,” said Alcamo, I came to thank you.” 

‘‘ I don’t need any one’s thanks, and I have a right to complain of your 
coming in hero without my permission.” 

“ Excuse me for having compelled you to receive me. My heart 
overflowing with gratitumi, ana T knew that to express it I should be 
obliged to take you by surprise.” 

These words were spoken with so much simplicity and conliality that the 
lonely tenant of the hut seemed to relent a little. “Excuse me, sir,” said 
ho, sadly ; “ but those who are unhappy arc always disposed to believe that 
persons merely call on them to see and rejoice in tiieir wretchedness, and 
above all things, I wish to prevent peojile from gazing on the sad si^it 
which you have just beheld.’’ 

“I can understand that, regards indifferent people) but I km a 
friend.” 

“ A friend ! ” repeated the stranger, bitterly. 

“Yes, this morning*you snatched from a frightful death a person who is 
dearer to me than my own life. However, yoii do not believe mo when I 
say that I am your friend.” • 

' “ l>o you know tliat young girl ? ” cried the stranger. Then, as though 
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he feared that be had allowed it to be seen that he took too ^eat an inter- 
est in Anilr6e, he added, lowering his voice ; “I thank God who inspired me 
with the thought of visiting that rock, ^inee 1 was able to save two lives. ” 

“ That young girl,” said Alcamo, “ is all that binds me to life, for I also 
1 avc suffered ; I also am unhappy.” 

The stranger started, and the count thought that he looked at him 
attentively, however, he did not reply. 

“My mission in this world,” continued Alcamo, “is to watch over her, 
protect lier, and defend her. ” 

“Has she any enemies, then?” asked the tenant of the hut, almost 
trembling. ^ 

“One only, a monster ; the man who this very morning attempted to 
kill lior by cutting the rope that secured the boat.” 

“ I was told that had been done, but I refused to believe it.” 

“ It is true, however.” • 

“ Tell me that scoundrel’s name ! ” exclaimed the strai^ger. 

The count hesitated for an instant. He felt himself drawn Viwards this 
unfortunate man by an indefinable impulse, and ho almost yielded to the 
idea of associating him with his vengeance. However, he again became 
sufficiently master of himself to say : “ The secret is not mine.” 

“ Well, sir,” said the stranger, after a somewhat lengthy paiu^, “ I nm 
alone, I am poor, and you have just seen that I am a Bpcctacle of horror ; 
but if 1 thought that the sacrifice of ray very life could be of use to licr 
v lioin— whom you love, I should be ready to make it.” 

‘ “ (live me your hand,” .said Alcamo, holding out his own. 

“1 have taken a vow’ never to touch the hand of any living person,” re- 
plied tlic stranger in a low voice. 

I'iie count now brought forward a stool and seated himself at the tabic. 
“ You will not, at least, refuse to confide in me,” he said, gently. “ When 
a man suffers he needs to open his heart to a friend, and I hope that you 
will allow me to be yours.” 

The book which tlie stranger had been reading had remained open, and 
Alcamo saw that it >va8 the “ Imitation of Jesus Christ.” 

“ The consolations wdiich I derive from this work suffice me,” said the 
so-called Pierre Lefort, pointing to the pages on which ho had been i-e- 
flecting. 

“ Liston to me, sir,” rejoined Alcamo gravely. “Heaven is my witness 
tliat I do not wish, against your will, to penetrate the mystery in wliich 
you try to shroud yourself. But you have just told me that you , would 
(lie for Audr(So if need were, and on her behalf I accept the devotion you 
offer. In order that wo may watch over her together, I must know — ” 

“Who I am?” interrupted the recluse, seating himself in front of 
Alcamo, and after a brief pause, he added, slowly; ** J have no existence, 

1 am dcacU^ 

^ Alcamo at firs^ thought that this was some ghastly kind of jest. He 
Would even have thought it in somewhat bad taste bad not the stranger’s 
Inisforttinc ]>leaded an excuse. “ I can understand that you should bo dead 
|io the world,” said he, gently. “ I, myself, have ofteiFthought of seeking 
Utter solitude, and it is not for my own sake that I care to live.” 

1 “ We do not understand each other,” resumed the uinknown. “ I ehould 
.ong ago have shut myself up in the monastery of La Trappe or at the 
drande Cliartreuse, if I had not thought that I might be useful to my 
ellow oreatures by remaining master of my own will and actions.” . 
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**Aftrerwhat occurred this morning you cannot regret your determina- 
tion.” 

“ No, indeed ; and I have firmly ^resolved to devote the remainder of my 
sad life to succouring the unfortunate and protecting the weak ; but 
my existence — I have already told you so — does not bmong to me ; I am 
usurping life, stealing it, if you prefer the term, for I am. dead — dead 
indeed 1” 

Explain yourself more clearly, pray,” said the count, who began tc 
fear that he was talking to a mere madman. 

“Well, sir,” continued the recluse, “I do not know yon, and I oughi 
not to thrust my confidence upon you, but I feel myself, /rlrawn towards yor 
by a feeling which I cannot define. Will you allow me to tell you my 
story ? You will be the first person to whom I have told it.” 

“ Must I repeat that you are speaking to a friend ? ” exclaimed Alcamo, 
in a tone so full of frankness that the stranger’s last scruples departed. 

“ The people round about here,” said he, “ must have told you the name 
which I gave them.” 

“ Pierre Lefort. I shall never forget it.” 

“ It is not mine, however — the one 1 once bore will never again be knowc 
on earth, until it appears upon a tombstone,” 

A toihbstone 1 ” 

** Listen, and I will tell you how in one single day a man may lose a! 
that is precious on eartli. A year ago — less than a year — I was young, J 
loved, and I was loved, and by clmnco I had been born noble and rich, 
Life opened before me gay and brilliant, and I did not even foresco tlu 
possibility of a misfortune.” 

“ It seems to me as though I were listening to the story of ray own past,’ 
murmured the count. * 

“ A day came, however, when, seized with sudden, violent, inexplicable 
illness, I felt all the sources of life exhausted within me. To tell you whal 
I suffered during those terrible hours, while my strong frame stnigglcc 
against a burning fever, and struggled in vain, would be impossible. J 
wished to drive death away, implacable death, which I saw drawing neai 
me, and I fell back exhausted upon my bed of pain.” 

“Was there no one near to help you ? ” 

“ I was alone, far from my own part of the country, far from my relatives, 
and around my bed there were merely indifferent persons and servants, 
tried to write, but my body writhed in convulsions beyond beli(;f, and 
hand lacked the strength to hold a pen, I wished to spoak, but my con 
traded mouth would not utter intelligible words. This agony lasted for 
three long days and nights, and I at last felt the passing relief which piM^ 
cedes the final moment. It seemed to me that my soul gradually freed it 
self from its earthly bonds, and the things of this W'orld appeared to me 
through a mist like the dim vista of a dream. Then my brain became 
numbed, my heart ceased beating, and I felt as though I ^'ere sinking 
eternal sleep.” 

“But the doctors near joii could not have been mistaken; iipparcnS 
death never presents the signs of actual death, and they must — ” 

“ The illness that had fallen upon me was like no other,” said the ma 
who called himself Bierre Lefort. “ It caused a complete disorganizatio 
of the system, and you have seen that although I still exist I have virtuall 
survived myself. ” i 

/ This allusion to his ugliness made Alcamo shudder. 
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** How lo^g the lethargy lasted into which 1 fell I have never known« 
for from that moment all knowledge of external things passed from me« 1 
died as it were, yes, died, I was surrounded by strangers, and no one had 
any interest in watching beside my disfigured remains, 1 have since 
learned that the people who were there confined themselves to the legal 
formalities, just letting my family, who were in the country, know that I 
was dead.” 

“ And it is to a relative that you ow*e — ” 

“ When I revived,” interrupted the stranger, “ I did not at first under- 
stand all the horror of my situation. The first sensation 1 experienced was 
a violent pain in ijie cheat. It seemed to me as though an enormous weight 
oppressed my lungs, as if I had a band of fire round my tliroat. At .tho 
same time the veins in my forehead boat violently, and the blood rushed to 
my temples. I tried to raise my hand, but invincible paralysis held me in 
thrall. I then thought of lethargy for Uie first time, but 1 imagined that I 
was still upon the bed at the hotm where 1 had lain in agony for sixty hour^ 
My eyes opened, but I only saw darkness. For an instant I thought that f 
had become blind.” 

** This is frightful,” murmured the count. 

“ At last a convulsive start bent my whole body, and my hoad, which I 
had raised, struck against a cold, hard substance. Then, then only, I 
guci=?He(l tlie horrid truth ; I was shut up in a coffin.” 

The emotion awakened by this terrible recollection impeded Pierre Lefort’s 
power of sjieech ; ho was obliged to pause. The count looked at him with- 
, out daring to give vent to any commonplace consolation, and it was strange 
to see tliose two men, xinknown to each other, seated in this wretched hut 
and talking of things which seemed to belong to another world, by the light 
of the fisherman’s lamp. 

Where was I ? ” said Lefort. “ In what sepulchre had my coffin been 

I daced ? This it was impossible for me to guess. However, I fe1t%iire that 
’ was not in the depths of a grave, for the weight of the earth would iUt 
evitably have stifled me. It even seemed to me that in stimng I had felt 
the coffin shake, I made a fresh attempt, and this time I realized beyond 
a doubt that I had caused the horrible box in which I was inclosed to move 
again. Then I summoned my energy, and I recovered sufficient clearness 
of thought to reason as to my situation. If the bier M’as thus stirred by 
the slightest motion, 1 might suppose that it was not placed in some narrow 
vault. This discovery renewed my courage, and 1 soon succeeded in 
moving ray arms, whicli had so far been close to my sides. I cannot tell 
you how much time and strength it required for me to disengage them 
from the grave-clothes which held them down. One must have felt the re- 
pulsive contact c f a stiff and icy shroud to be able to imagine this frightful 
struggle for freedom.” 

PieiT© Lefort paused once more to take breath, as though he still felt 
oppressed by tlfe heavy atmosphere of his tomb. The noise of the Rhine 
beating against the foundations of the hut was heard for a moment and 
then he spoke again : At last my hands bcsanie free, and by feeling the 
boards against which I lay, I found that the top of thft coffin scarcely held 
to the sides. It had been but half-nailed down ; merely some long nails at 
the corners held it to the body of the bier. There was a apace large enough 
to admit external air, and I owed my life to this precaution, which hacf been 
[doubtless taken merely because there had been an intention of making some 
phange in the place of my interment, I held on with the energy of despaiV 
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to the unexpected chance tliat was tlius offered me, and I stiffened mysell 
in such a way as to bring my arms and knees against the lid. The effort 
was less painful tlian 1 had thought ^t would 1>e, and at last the lid came 
off. ” 

“ You were saved ? ” exclaimed Alcamo, 

“I had emerged from the coffin, but I was not free. Denso obscurity 
surrounded me, and damp cold air beat against my face. I rose ; I freed 
myself from my shroud and tried to walk, but 1 felt my limbs give way be- 
neath me, and at the first step I fell heavily. I extended ray arms to raise 
myself up and my hands gmsped a skull. 1 had fallen npon a heap of 
bones. I cannot de-scribe the horror of this discovery. I knew that I 
Co\uited no more among the living, and yet the contact wth the dead filled 
me with indescribable repugnance. These bones which I should have 
looked at and handled without the least emotion had I belonged to life, 1 
feared— »1 absolutely feared them, and yet I swear to you that 1 had never 
feared danger in life.” 

“ I can rciilfec that,” munnured Alcamo, who .thought of the daring feat 
of the morning. 

** When once the first fright had passed away,” resumed Pierre Lefort, 
“ I ti'ied to account for the accident which had befallen me, and feeling the 
ground with my fingers, I found that it was strewn with human renmios. 
J t was evident that my coffin had been placed in soine ossuary, and I was 
shut up, probably forever, in the depths of a subtornmean scpulolirc. But 
what sepulchre could it be? I was sufficiently well acquainted with the 
funeral customs in Paris, and my situation seemed unaccountable. In the 
cemeteries of the capital wdiere I had died there are temporary vaults where 
bodies are placed while waiting lor removal elsewhere, and it might be that 
my family had given orders for placing iny body in some sue!) place till they 
sent further instructions. Ilowev’er, 1 had been thargod, the very summer 
before, with the sad duty of attending to the removal of the remains of one 
of my friends, and I knew that the usual place of deposit wms too small and 
too carefully kept for piles of bones to be left lying about there, Tliis 
funereal accumulation is only met with in the catacombs, and it seemed to 
to me altogether unlikely that my body had been hidden in the depths of 
.one of those places.” 

“You had enough freedom of mind to reason like that!” exclaimed 
Alcamo, in astonishment. 

“ Yes,” said Pierre Lofort. “ Either my peril lent me unusual energy, 
or the w^eakening of my physical powders had increased niy intellectual 
faculties; at all events, my Vu'ain had suddenly acquired extraordinary 
activity. My ideas followed one upon another with incredible rapidity, 
and 1 took in both the past and present with a kind of double vision. I 
had already experienced somewhat similar sensations in the delirium of 
iny fever, and it seems to me that the same must be the case wdth a iicrson’s 
thoughts when in a somnambulistic state. ” i ^ 

“ I have heti occasion to observe this nervous effect among shipwrecked 
people, who had been suffering from hunger for a long time,” said Alcamo. 

“Well, it did not take me a moment to discover that I was in a strange 
situation, differing from that usual with people about to be interred. How- 
ever, I lived, and farjrom despairing of again seeing the light of day, I 
resolved to make every effort to escape from my strange prison. I began 
by W'alking around it. I had risen, badly bruised bv my fall, and I avoided 
tpippiug again by carefully fumbling as 1 moved. Tlie ground on which I 
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stood was sodden earth, and I felt cold dampness beneath my feet. This 
a fresh proof that 1 had not been laid in one of the vaults in Paris^ 
which are paved With stone and enclosed with brick work. I extended my 
arms and went along feeling the walls, which seemed to me full of sharp 
projecting stones. The vault overhead, which I easily touched by raising 
my hands above my head, was of the same description. So I seemingly 
found myself in an ordinary cellar, wliich was not even kept in order for 
the purpose for which it was used. I soon discovered that mv coffin was 
the only one in the vault, and I could not understand how this hole full of 
bones had been chosen for my. last abode. I had not left any near relation 
behind me, but, however iuclifferent and greedy my heirs might be, I did 
not believe them capable of such cynical forgetfulnessvof all tlie rules of 
propriety. I was, tlierefore, reduced to suppose that my mortal remains 
had been left to the care of some dcpciulent anxious to get rid of them, and 
yet, even this conjecture ill accorded with Parisian customs, which fegulatc 
and register everything, even death itself.” , 

“You must have been taken to your native place ? ” 

“ This idea certaihly occun’ed to me, but in that case, again, such 
monstrous negligence seemed impossible. My family Inul ov'ued in the 

E rovinces, from time immemorial, a chapel in which my anceato|'s had l>eert 
iiried, and where a resting place had been kept for me beside my father. 
How could I suppose that, in a place where evor3^ one had always regarded 
those bearing my name with love and respect, that my heirs had dared to 
thrust iny cofliii into a common vault, instead of consigning it to tho pre- 
determined spot ? ” 

“ That is true. Human respect would have pi’cvented them from acting 
like tliat,” said the count. 

“ I once more lapsed into a labyrinth of endless conjecture. My prison 
must have an exit, and by dint of roaming about in all directions. I ended 
by discovering three stone steps above which there was a high ana narrow 
door. I soon" inspected the hinges, which seemed to mU to be finiily set in 
the Willi, and the lock, whicli was rough with rust. ‘This rapid examination 
sliow'ed me that the barrier which separated me from life was siddom opened: 
iuul yet the people who had placed my body in the vault might visit it again. 
1 did not ask myself why, but it seemed to me impossible tliat even a corpse 
could bo left like this. I had left some devoted friends on earth, a woman 
I liad dearly loved, and I did not yet believe in the profound forgetfulness 
shown for the dead.” 

“ Friends ! relatives ! ” exclaimed D’Alciimo, in a hoarse voice. “Those 
who arc unfortunate need not die to be forgotten.” 

“ I know that now,” sadly resumed Pierre Lefort, “ but I had just left 
people who, so I believed, felt eternal affection for me, and my heart ro 
volted at the idea of this abandonment. I thought that over my head, 
above the fror.en soil, there were loved ones sending their thoughts to 
mf', and I stretched out my arms towards them without seeing them.” 

“ But didn’t you call out and hammer at the door ? ” * 

“ Well, yes ; a feverish rage followed upAi my state of exaltation. I 
cruised my jjitnds by knocking on the door which shuiTme in. I broke my 
Kills and made them bleed in trying to di-aw out the liiuges deeply buried 
n tho massive stone. But I had to deal with an o^en door that would 
>yen have defied blows from a club, and I did not succeed in shaking it. 
Chon I began raising shouts of despair. But the vault stifled iliom withoujb 
tn echo respunding, and I realised the earth must absorb all Itiobs and 
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cri<is. My dungeon was a tomb, and this time I was indeed buried alive, 
and as I believed, forever.** 

**lbave known all kinds of suffering,** said tlie count, ^^but I have 
never dreamed of anything so atrocious.** 

“ My strength was soon exhausted,** continued the recluse, “ and I re- 
lapsed into utter prostration. 1 had wandered, at first, haphazard, about 
the vault, and finding the cofi&n in which I had lain, I was tein]^ed to 
stretch myself in it once more, to die. I lacked the courage to do so, how- 
ever, and sank down in a corner of the vault, near the door. I remainod 
there, motionless, and mute, with my head leaning against the lower step, 
and I was reduced to a strange oonditlon, being especially tormented by tlio 
darkness. ‘ The dense obscurity seemed to weigh with enormous force upon 
my heavy eyelids. I saw sparks flash before mo ; but this was an hallu- 
cination. All my thoughts were concentrated in a mad desire to sec. Yes, 
of all things else, I longed to s&e. It seemed to me that if a ray of light could 
penetrate the , vault I should be saved.*’ 

“ That was the delirium of fever,** said AlcanU), in a low tone. 

** I remained for a long time in this condition ; long hours, perhaps days, 
and 1 ended by finally losing all consciousness of my situation. At last, 
however, a singular noise caught my ear. I was lying at the foot of the 
steps, and amid my hallucination 1 discerned footsteps resounding outside 
the vault. Some one was coining towards the door, and I presently heard a 
sluirper sound, that of a bunch of keys being shaken. This noise presaged 
deliverance, and I suddenly recovered all the strength I had lost. I rose 
up, and I remember that I had the presence of mind to place myself in a 
corner out of sight of the person who was about to enter.” 

“It might, indeed, liavc been an enemy,** murmured the count. 

“In my situation everything was to be feared; but what I dreaded 
above all things was frightening the person who was about to enter the 
vault, 'i'he sudden apparition of a being covered with the fragments of a 
shroud, would inspire him with such horror and alarm, that he might fly 
and close the door. I had not life enough left me to wait for the coming 
of some one who might not be a coward, and I wis’ ed at all hazards to 
profit by the unhoped-for chance which was now oh.rcd me. I waited, 
trembling with emotion rather than with the cold, and I had the inex- 
pressible joy of hearing the key being placed in the lock, and then tnrn. 
The door opened slowly, and I saw a man appear wi*^h a lantern in his 
hand. So far as I could judge by the doubtful light he was dressed like a 
peasant. A wide-brimmed hat was pulled down over his face and hid his 
features from me, 

“ I did not move, as I wished first of all to as ^rtain for «'hat 
purpose he had come to the vault. The corner wher I had hidden 
myself was wrapped in shade, and the new comer .aid not see 
me. He appeared, besides, to be lost in deep thou^tt, for he re- 
mained, with Ins head bent, upon the lower step. It seeuied as though 
this dw’ellirfg of the dead filled him with awe and dre 1, and that 
he hesitated to advance. At^last, however, he mode up hk ’ind, and I 
saw him draw out tlffe key which had remained in the lock, i, a use it to 
close the door inside. Having taken this precaution against being dis- 
tur])od in whatever hd’lntended doing, he proceeded towards ttie end of the 
vault w hore my coffin had been placed. What motive impelled him to 
visit my tomb ? I could not tell. I knew not, but I was now sure that he 
could neither abscond nor out off my retreat. The moment ha * come for 
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showing myself, but I hutl fco be extremely careful so as Hot to ter;tify 
visitor. I thought that my voice v^ould alarm him less than my ghosiH 
like appearance, and so I announced my presence by articulating a few virordW 
imploring his pity ; but’ although IspcSseisoftly my M'ords produced an over- 
whelming efibct upon him. He shuddered, and turned round, and then as 
soon as ne saw me' he dropped his lantern, and sunk down beside my 
empty coffin.** 

And then you ran to the door to open it ? *’ 

“No, despite my desire to breathe once more the air of life, I could not for* 
sake the poor fellow to whom I was indobtedw'for deliverance. I lUn to 
him, and helped him to rise up. Fortunately, the lantern had not g^e 
out, and sustainedjby the fictitious strength which had come upon mewdth 
the hope of liberty, I soon succeeded in raising him to a sitting posture.' 
He had faulted. 1 placed him with his back to the wall, and tned to re- 
vive him. His hat bad rolled off in his fall, and his long white hair had 
fallen ov^er his face in sucJi a way as to hide it. - 1 put it back, and '1 have 
sinqe often thought that if any one had thus beheld us, he would have seen 
a strange sight — a man in a swoon being brought back to consciousness by 
a man who had been buried alive. However, I turned the light of tbe , 
lantern full upon the old man's pale face, and in my turn I uttered a mry of ,, 
surprise.** ^ ’ 

“ Did you know him ? ’* 

“ Heaven ordeia all things well,” replied Pierre Lefort. “My deliverer 
was the oldest servant of my family, an old keeper with whom I had 
played in my childhood, and who, in the early days of my youth, had 
taught me how to ride and how to fire a gun.** 

“ But by what miracle had he come to deliver you ? ’* asked Alcamo, in 
amazement. 

‘‘ The matter was very simple, as you will realise. Alain — such was his 
name — revived at the expiration of a few moments. He was brave and 
roVjiist, and only such an apparition as I hail seemed to be, could have 
made him faint. I had, however, a great deal of trouble in convincing 
him that I was really alive, and that it was not his young master*® ghpBb 
that stood before his eyes. Still, when ho had felt me, pressed me in 
his arms, and kissed my fon hcail, bursting into tears as he did so, he 
threw himself upon his knees to thank providence for having permitted iny 
resurrection. It was then my turn to question him, and this is what I 
learned : My only relatives wero two distant cousins, who inhabited the 
province where I was born. The news of my death reached them by tele- 
graph, and one of them, the younger, who had alwaj^s shown me a great 
deal of affection, started at once for Paris. Ho wished that my body 
should be placed in the family sepulchre, and he decided to bring it 
back to my native place. Our province is one of those where old 
customs are still kept up, and for three leagues around ev^ery jieasant 
thought it his ^diity to attend the funeral of the last heir to a name 
which had always been treated with respect. My coffin had arrived 
in the evening, and the mournful ceremony was to take filace on the 
following day. ** 

“ I can guess the rest,’* exclaimed, the count, “you had been laid — ’*^ 

“ In the crypt of the old church of our parish. My cousins had deposited 
my coffin there for the time being. It was like th^ last halt on my last 
journey, the resting-place where I mu -.t needs lie for one night While await- 
ing eternal rest beside my fatlfer.** 
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“ But'yuu surely resumed your place in the world, and took your name 
again ? ” said Alcamo, with indescribable emotion. 

Alain had come to the vault to pray for the last time beside my coffin/* 
resulted Pierre Lefori, quietly. ‘‘ The priest had lent him the keys of tho 
church and crypt, and the old servant had waited till night to fulfil Ids 
pious duty. He now took oif his cloak to hide my nakeduess, and, leaning 
upon his arm, I left the .OTypt. The hour was somewhat late, and we 
passed through the village witliout meeting any one. A quarter of an hour 
after my deliverance I was lying in A,Jain*s bed. He lived alone in a small 
house on the outskirts of the estate which I had inherited from my father. 
The w’Ofthy man lighted a fire, and I was soon strengthened with a large 
fijlass of hot wine which he made me swallow. He was Wosidc himself with 
joy, and he wished to go and wake the priest, to fetch the doctor, and send 
w'^ord to my cousins, whose chateau was some distance off. I had a great 
deal of, trouble in convincing him that I dreaded the stir which would 
certainly be made about a man who had thus risen frowi the grave, and 
that before returning to life, I needed to collect my thoughts. I prayed. 
I prayed fora long time, and when I had thanked God I felt my heart re- 
vive to hope once more. 

“I told you, I believe, that the illness which had fallen upon mo had 
corne at a moment when my destiny was about to be tlccided. The death 
which I had just esca^d by a miracle would have destroyed a whole life- 
time of happiness, and I was now thinking of the joy of renewing severed 
tics. Alain was looking at me with emotion, and pressing both of my hands 
in his. It seemed as though he feared that death would again take his 
master from Him, 1 heard Kirn murmuring thanks to the Providence which 
had enabled him to recognise me, and the idea came to me that 1 must bo 
greatly changed. I questioned him. Ho silently gave me a handglass, 
and when I had looked into it I fell back upon the bed. Alain undoubtedly 
understood the cause of my terror, for he hastil5' snatched the glass from 
me ; but it was too late. I had had time to see the Indeotis change iu my 
features, the funereal aspect which my stay in the vault had set forever 
upon my face. Vainly did my old servant endeavour to console me, and 
above all to reassure me by declaring that the change would merely be 
transient, and that I should gradually return to my former a];)pearaiicc. I 
felt that he was telling me a kind falsehood to calm my despair, and thuv 
tho impression of death W'ould never be efiaced from my features.’* 

“ How could you be so sure of that?'" exclaimed Alcamo. “ Science has 
made such immense progress, find even now, who knows whether with tlu) 
aid of a skilful physician — ” V 

“No man can help me,** inte'-rruptod the recluse, “and, besides, it would 
be useless now. The sacrifice is etfected. ’* 

“ What do you mean ? ” 

“ Let me finish my story. The moments following upon this .sad dr^ 
covery were frightful, more frightful a thousand times ^than the houifc 
spent in tho^ vault in which I had thought myself buried alive forever. 
You have been happy, sir ; jjpu have, perhaps, loved, and you will under- 
stand me.” The oo^nt gave a deep sigh. “Think then,” resumed ‘Pierre 
Lefort, gradually becoming more and more excited, “ 1 had returned to 
life, to Uie world — tljat world w here God had given me so large a share of 
happiness. I already pictured myself hurrying back to Paris, w^elcomed 
with open arms by those who had w'ept for me. But fatality blasbid 
my dream, and I was like a shipwrecked niau whom a wave overwhelm j 
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f<irevcr at the very moment when he is at, last emerging from the sea» ' 
Wrapt in gloomy swence, I did not even listen to Alain 'S arguments, as he 
ciuleavoured to prove to mo that X ought to have the com'age to live. 
However, after some hours of horrible agony, the sti^ggle going on witlun 
me came to an end, and comparative calm returned. My resolution was 
talccn. I now only had to earry it out.” 

“To what extreme rosolve nad you been urged by your despair?” in- 
()uired Aicamo, “ for it was an act of despair t6‘thus renounce — ” 

“ you see that my despair was not complete, since I still live,” inter- 
I'upted ilio recluse. “ 1 should tell a falsehood if I asserted that X did not 
at lirst think of suicide. It was a solution to the terrible difficulties of my 
new position, it vjas even the simplest, the most logical issue, if you like, 
as it would have left everything imchangod. I should have taken final 
ivfugc ill death, and all would have been over, for no one would have 
known that for on$ night more I had still breathed the breath of life. But 
I had been broxight up by a pious mother, find the religious principles 
iinnilcatod in me during rny childhood had never been c^facod from my 
ndiid. I therefore resignesi myself to live ; though I did not resi^ myself 
to resuming my identity.” 

“ hut that was a chimera, it is impossible «to realise amid all the laws 
whi(jh entwine a man in our modern society,” said the coimt ; “very 
iliflicult at all events,” he added, remembering his own x>ast. ^ 

“It was much easier than you think,” replied Pierre Lefort, calmly. 

“ 1 made inquiries of Alain, and learned that the papers oortifying my death 
had been correctly drawn up in Paris, The first formalities hud already 
been gone through by my heirs. Everything conspired, you see, to en- 
uhK* me to remain dead,” 

“ Undoubtedly ; but to bear another name you needed papers to estab- 
lisli a falso identity — money — ” 

“ You forget,” interrupted the roclnse, “ that I did not substitute myself 
for anybody else, for I assumed a false name. Social necessities did not 
exist, foivl had decided ue^'er to contract any obligations in the way of 
f.Mjiily ties, such as bind other men. No certificates of birth and parent- 
age, no family documents are needed when a roaii does not intend to en- 
list, to buy, or sell, to make a will, or to marry. No on© has the tight to 
•juestion a x^erson who lives alone, who injures nobody, and who suffices 
for his own wants.” 

“ Tiiat is true, strictly speaking, and especially if he is not entirely 
without money.” 

“ Rather than consent to resume my own name, I would have toiled with 
my hands, but chance had provided for the truly great difficulty which you 
speak of. Before starting on my jopmey to Poi’is, from which I was 
not destined to return alive, I had confided to Alain a largo sura in gold. 
Ji was the result of some savings from my income during a Ton^ absence — 

I had sxient iier^rly two years away from Europe — and X had intended to 
expend this money in repairing the chateau where I expected to live after 
my marriagf}. You will, perhaps, be astonished that, in ttioso money- 
niakiiig times I did not invest this gold, but? have a horror of sxiecnlation, 
and my old attendant ins^iired me with far more confiflence than any bank. 
Besides, I hod been rich independently of this money, and had never had 
oci^asion to draw upon the fifty thousand francs #hioh I had left with 
Alain. I remembered having given him a letter authorising him to keep the 
mruiey if 1 died before my return. I had done this in order to quiet .the 
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old* man’s scrunles when he took charge ot‘ the money, and I am indebted 
to him for now Wn^Uhle to carry my plans into effect. Careful, like ail 
country people, Alain hrad made no haste in telling my heirs of the exist- 
euee of theae funxis, of which he believied liiiiisclt the lawful owner, and at 
ike firet word of my intentions, he offered to return tlie gold.” 

. ** Butn/t-he tiy to dissuade you from your painful determination ? ” asked 
M. tVAlcamo. 

“ Yes., the worthy follow wopt and begged ; he even threw himself upon 
his knees before me, and 1 think that he would never have eoneented-to 
what I asked, had I not had the cruelty to show him that his resistance 
■jiight seem interested, for my determination to disappear was not to he 
shaken. He yielded, and by daybreak everything had d>ecn agreed upon 
between us." 

“What! he lent himself to this falsehood? He Resigned himself to 
seeing the name of hia former masters die out, and — ” 

“ Alain obeyed me,” interrupted Pierre Ijcfort, “ because he knew that 
although J npght live a hundred years, I should still be the last of rny 
blood. Dirt you think, added the recluse, bil?terly, “that on stepping 
out of my coirm, i could have gone to ask my betrothed to marry me ? ” 

“ Your betrothed ! ” repeated Alcamo, who could hot help shuddering 
with horror, 

“Yes,” feaid the unhappy man, in a hoarse voice, “at the very time 
when 1 was struck clown by illness i was about to bo inaiTied to a young 
girl whom 1 loved with iny whole soul. 1 forgot to tell you that I refused 
to resume mv identity, because A wushed to spare her the pain of beholding 
me so frightfully changed.” 

Pierre Letort was silent fora moment overwhelmed by the bitterness of 
his recollections, and the count did not speak out of respect for his grief. 
“ I understand everything now,” he said at last, “and I approve of your 
conduct. 1 sbpuld have done as you did. ” 

“I thunk you, sir, for saying so,” replied Pierre Lefort. “You are a 
man of feeling, and I must tell you IJie finish. Alain consented to return 
to the V4ault to till the empty coffin with bones, and nail the Jid down again, 
so that the ceremony might take place on the morrow without my resurrec- 
tion being known to anyone. He lent me sonic peasant’s clothes ; I Look 
half of the sum which I had confided to him, coucealcrt it in a belt wdiiclrA 
placed about my waist, and on the following night I went off. I did not 
wish to go away without being sure that uoirnnafiy, at least, J was, iiidecd, 
pent up in the grave. Alain told me that the poor had wejit tor me, and 
that on the following day my boirs had taken posse.ssion. 1 was tljen 
blotted out of existence, as it v'cre, and 1 became Pierre Lotort.” 

“And Pierre Deiort saved AndrCo^” said AJeamo, softly. 

The recluse started and placed his hand upon his heart as though to still 
its rapid beatings. Silence again toll upon them both, and tlu* count, leaning 
upon the table, fell into deep thought concerning the strange story w’hich 
he had just heard. “Listen 1” said he, all at once. “I tiiiiik that 1 
hear some one walking about outside.” 

Pierre Letorfc did not socin disturbed on heaimg this. Kxternai matters 
did not interest him, Ihid he did not fear night-prowlers. However, Alcamo, 
who had not the same reasons for being at ease, listened attentively. He 
had no positive cans!? lor fear, but ho knew that JN’oridet was in the 
neighbourhood, and instinctively distrusted lam. The noise w hich ho had 
heard was scai'cely perceptible, and ho could ifot account for it. At seemed 
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as though some one was lightly scratching the the hnt xmtsiie. 

** Are you alone her© ? ” the count now asked, in a low 
** Jhere is the fisherman who lots •me this room,” re|)lied Pie3Pifc» 
indifference. 

Do you think him a safe man ? ” , 

**iSafe? What does that matter to me? My enemies, if I hod any, 
would not look for me here, since no one knows tnat I still exist*** 
t‘ Mine may have followed me here,** muttered Alcarno. 

“You have enemies, then?** said the recluse, looking at the count in 
surprise. 

“Didn’t I tell^ou that I am AndrCe’s protector, and that Hus very clay 
a scoundrel attempted to kill her? ** ^ , 

“True!** exclaimed Pierre Lefort, rising abruptly. “If the moifste® 
lives, he must hate you beyond words, but there are two of us to deal with 
liim if he comes here.” 

“Then I may rely upon you?” said Alcauio, holding (hit hia hand to 
the recluse, who this time ffid not refuse to grasp it. Hie reserve had not 
been proof against the generous sentiments of his new friend, Andr^^e's 
defender. “ Det ii« be prudent,’* now resumed the couBt. may be 
inibtaken, and before doing anything I must sec what is going ojt outside, *’ 
As Alcamo spoke he went softly towards the exit. Suddenly, however, 
ho littered an exclamation of aurpHse, almost of alarm. ** I'he vvihdovi'^ ! ” 
he exclaimed, grasping Pierre Ijcforr's arm. 

A glance had suthced to show him the cause of the noise ho had heard. 
'Die shutters had been carefully closed, and tightly fastened by some 
exteriml means. What could this signify? This waawdiat the count asked 
liinibelf, find he could not think of any natural explanation. Any person 
tjying to imprison him and his companion could only have bad intentioiiS, 
still Alcamo was not a man to remain long in doubt. De made but mie 
bound to the door, wishing to rush out aaid catch the offender in the I'cry 
act of barricading the hut. But the door was closed and secured outwardly, 
iSomc one wished to prevent them from leaving. 

“We must get out of this place, cost what it may,” he exclaimed. 

“ 1 W’ill call Fritz,” said Pierre Lefort. 

“ Where docs be sleep? ” 

“ Overhead, in the garret.” 

“ If he were there we should have hoai’d him.” 

“ Why, lie goes to sleep as soon as night falls, and he never notices what 
goes ()ii here.” 

“ Ijet us l)cgin by finding out whether he has gone aw'ay or not.” 

The room whore Pierre Lefort slept coiiimuiiicated with the upper floor 
by means of a ladtler sot against a trap-door wdiich was always kept open. 
The count darted lightly up the rungs and bending down entered a kind of 
loft under the pof. This place had no opening and it was quite dark. 
Alcamo called to the fisherman, but he received no reply ; and when Pierre 
Lciort came up in his turn wdth the lamjilhc garret was found lobe empty. 

The tount fell the coarse pallet on which Fritz ought to have been sleeping 
and found that it was still warm. “ That man must nave been here .five 
minutes ago,” muttered Alcamo, “ how did he get ouy ’* 

“ I cannot understand.” 

“ He must have crossed the lower room without our seeing him.” 

“ True, you had your back tfl the ladder and I did not once look tip,” 
“Then it must be he who closed the door and wu'ndow on the outside.” 
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Yos» but with what motiv4 ? ” ^ 

Alcamo, refleotiBd for a moibent and then .rcnmrkj^d i “Whatever the 
motive niay be, it is evident that ho iSiplottii^ Something gainst Us/’ 

■‘I rather think that Jio has ^ono to cast his nets in tlie Rnino/’ 

“ Or to fetch people h) miirdo^’ us/' . < 

<*But he has no interest in codnnitting such a crime/' 

How do you know that? He must, in the first place, be iiware that 
j^on are rich/’ • 

“ How ? I live more poorly th^n even he does, and I brought but little 
with itic/’ 

how about the gold which ymrr old servant retnt^jicd to yoiw/ 

“ That gi^ld is here," said Pierre Lefort, touching his belt. 

“ Well, how do you know that, while you were asleep, he has never bent 
over yopr bccl and felf yoiir treasure ? " 

“Asleep !" repeated the recluse, bittcily. “It is many nights since I 
closed my eyes. The unliajmy never sleep," 

“But you pay this man. You also pay the boatmen who take you to the 
falls. Everything is known in a country where there arc very few tourists 
just now, and, 1 am sure, tiiat you are considered to be a rich foieiguer." 

“Porhapks so,” said Pierre, shaking his head ; “but if Fritz wanted to 
kill me, to rob me, he wouldn’t have chosen a night when I was not alone/* 
“That’s true," repli(*d the count, and he added: “Then all this is 
directed against mo, against the man who is watching over Andr<:*e. X 
must Imve been followed ; some one saw me come in, and that fellow I'Vitz. 
has been Jjaid to shut me up here. Ah I M*e have already lost a deal of 
precious time, still even if I have to set fire to these miseiable bf^ards, 1 
inuht in a quarter of an hour be on the road to 8chaft hausen.’’ 

As Alcamo spoke he darted round the loft like a lion in a cage from which 
ho hs trying to break loose. Suddenly Pierre Lefort boujided towards the 
trap door. “ Fire, did you say? fire ! look ! look I" 

Alcamo quickly turned round and could not help growing pale, A sini- 
ster glare now filled tb.o room on the ground floor, and smoke w^as already 
rising to the loft. “Ah! I see it all now!" said Alcamo, grinding his 
teeth. “ I know what hand lighted those flames ! " 

“ Come, we may still escape ! ” cried Pierre Lefort, rushing towards the 
ladder. 

The count was about to follow him, but he icfilised the futility of the 
attempt. All of the lower portion of the hut was aiieady burning, ’^i'ho 
dry wood w^us crackling ominously, and the fire w’ae being fanned into in- 
ci’cased violence by a strong westerly wind. It was idle to try to escape 
throxigh this furnace, and the fragile building, undermined by the flames, 
would soon fall to the ground. 

“ Help me 1 " suddenly cried Alcamo. At the foot of Fritz's bed he had 
first espied two axes, which the flshennan had probably used in felling some 
pine trees to build his hut. Pierre Lefort did not ask wdmt*iie W'as ret|uircd 
to do, but to'gcther witli Alcaino ho began vigorously attacking the joof. 
The wood flew ab^ut in fra^^inonts at each hurried blow, and in less than 
a minute they had made a hole in the planks which covered the hut j how- 
ever, it was neceasarv to enlarge the aperture sufficiently to allow a man 
to pass through it, and the fire was gaining upon them with incredible 
rapidity. The count hacked away wdthout uttering a, word, and Lefort 
also w'orkoil with stich ardour that his hood ffcll back, revealing his face* but 
he did not pause to draw it forwai'd. 
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Tho floor is bcgvnniug to burn under our he said, at last, )nit 

without evincing any great alarm. 

** Twenty strokes luoro and we aball be able to pass through/* rei^died 
tlie count, who handled his axe with wonderful energy. Indeed, the aper- 
ture was perceptibly larger, but the flames now rose above the trap-door, 
and the smoke pouring into the loft l>egan to blind the two tollers. 

‘*On€ of us m«y perish, and the otlmr may escape,*' said Aloamo, sud- 
denly. “ Promise me tlut If you survive me, you will protect the y^oung 
girl whom you saved to-day.’* 

“ I swear itj but it is you who must live,” 

“The hole is large enough,^ now,” cried the count; “ go out the first/' 
Thou, dragging FritSe’s bed under the opening, he helped I’ieitO XiOfbrt to 
hoist himaelf on to the roof, and a fewsooonds later both friends stood upon 
the smoking beams. 

They were not yet saved, for the flames rose up all rounxl the* shanty, 
and it was necessary to dart through the fiery cordon W itliout- the least 
hesitation, under the penalty of being swiillowed up in the blaze, 

The Rhine is there before us,” said the count at once. 

“ I understand,” replied Pierre Lefort, pressing his hand. Anti tli^ 
then Bimiiltaueously darted through the flames, trying to reach the ©d^ 
the roof which hung over the rlyer. * 


XXLIL 

It? is a far cry from Schaflhausen to the Bois de Boulogne,, and on the Stiii- 
dfiy which followed upon , the fire at Fritz’s nothing was said pii the 
Longohamps racecorirse about the dramatic ^^es Vhieh had taken place 
jioar the cataract of the Ehiue, There had, indited, been an acconut in the 
Taris papers of the marvellous escape of two JadieS, whose names we^re not 
given, but this wa.s stale news by the end of the wcok. That Sunday,, in^ 
deed, it was the last day of the spring races'}, the puidm scattered oimr. tlm 
sward of Longchamps, extending from the cae^de to the were .en- 
tirely bent upon amusing themselves. wasa dense i^rong, iwid, 

indeed, the mceg|’ound seemed too small for so many spectators, There 
were three miscarriages against tlie rqp© running along the course, and 
every minute freslx^eiglit-spriug barouchbs and victorias drove up. Fashion- 
able people and alike seemed as usual to have agreed upon meet- 

ing at I-iOiigchamp8*,'^5|!fei any number of toilets. wore displayed in the bright 
May sunlight, ^uiet people, who had come on foot, were not wanting 
either, and, wifisout speaking of the unpretentious cits seated on the grass, 
there were thouaj^iids of sporting-men amid the labyrinth of wheels au(l 
shafts. Clerks ai^d counter-jumpers elbowed wealthy men whose bet'? 
amounted to hundreds of louis; but, to tell the truth, the sjwrt was simply 
an excuse; evSn the obscurest “lady of the lake” had a swarm of ad- 
mirers about her who were utterly indifferent to the equine species. There 
was, ulso, the nobility — titled lieiresses, am? noble g^tlemen, with green 
tickets at their button-holes, the “ open sesames ” to tifh weighing inclosure, 
Elegant women adorned the stands, which, with all the variegaied 
parasols, looked like hillsides strewn with poppies ^d coru-flowcrs. Tho 
reporters of sporting piipeva might boldly declare that **all Paris” 
there, that ** all Paris which, prior to the collapse of the second empu^s 
had its sta^ its rank and its file, and historians. 
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The first race had just been rnu ; the winner was returning to the |»£i4- 
(lock at a slow pace, escorted by an enthiiftiastic oiwd, aiKj the l^ioky 
hackers were swarming round the bookmakers wafting for th«lr eafelu In 
the front ro\v of carriages, ami at af few paces fr<j<m the wibning-postj^ 
M^Khune and I^iadonioiscllo Brossiii displayed tliemseh^es in a . superb land'atjt 
The baroness had donned for the occasion a bright green dress, a jontjuil 
hat, and a shawl brilliant with gold thread, without counting a chain tts 
thick as a cable, and three rows of bracelets. Her daughter abstained 
from indulging in such a fantastic costume, and although her toilet was a 
trifle eccentric, it was within the limits allowed to a young lady. How- 
ever, Henriette did not look noarlv so blooming or so good-humoured as 
luTtnother. There was a feverish glow in her cyesj*her cheeks were 
sunken, and she seemed to experience secret suffering* She paid no atten- 
tion to handsome Theodore Vergoncey, who, standing at the door of the 
carriage, was conversing with tlie baroness. The latter had lowered her 
usually trumi^et like voice, and was softly saying: “It is simply im pos- 
sible. The baron again refused, yesterday, to give me some money 
which I asked him for my dressmaker, and he il in a horrid humour this 
morning. 

“ I am afraid that Alfred cannot wait,*’ sighed Vergoncey, “ and as luck 
has it, I a^n very much cranipcd myself, just now. If tliat were not 
the case, believe me—” 

HuSh I here ia my husband,” whispered the lady. 

Ami, indeed, M. Brossin was coming towards them with two serious- 
looking individuals, who appeared to be men of business, and his gloomy 
face presaged a bad reception for any one who mighb venture to ask him 
for money. Vergoncey, no doubt, thought the moment unfavourable for 
c(>ming forward, for bowing to the baroness, ho slipped aw'ay, and joined 
Alfreo, who was fluttering <?bout Madeinoiselle Argentine’s victoria. The 
blinker’s son and heir did not appear to be in much better spirits than his 
papa, £ind he was plainly biit little interested in his conversation with 
the damsel, for, as soon as ho caught sight of Vergoncey, he relinquished 
^ and ran towards him. “Well?” said be, slipping his arm 

through Theodore’s. This question was curt, but his look spoke volumes, 
and one did not need to bo a rearlcr of faces to guess all the importance 
w'hieb young Brossin attached to his friend’s reply. 

“ Well,” said Theodore, with a dejected look, “ it seems that the baron 
is out of sorts, and Madame Brossin thinks it is a bad time to say anything 
to him about money, so that we had better wait for a few days.” 

“A few days!” cried the presumptive heir; “but to-moi’row that 
cursed note is due, and that fellow Monoger won’t wait twenty-funv 
hours.” 

“ Bah ! money-lenders always wait when they can make it pay, and be- 
sides, a protest IS no killing matter.” 

“ Of course not. and if I merely dreaded a summons to pay, but — ” The 
im[)rudent Alfred no doubt rcialised, just in time, that he was about to say 
too much, for *he. Stopped shoif* and ended his sentence with a gestupe of 
despair. , 

“ Shall I go to see Manager and speak to him ? ” said the consoling Vciv 
gonecy. “ I will talk ^o him about my property in the Giltinais, and when I 
have done that, I hope that my security will — 

“ Ko, no ! ” interrupted young Brossin, in yie utmost consternation ; “ 1 
wnuld rather settle matters with him myself.” His confusion did not 
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esoopo VergftttceVjWho looked at bim keenly ; however, Alfred made haste 
to change the subject. ^ 

“ Bo you know whether Jules Ni^fidet is here ? ” he asked, with an air of 
assumed indiflTerence. 

Oh, yea, he must be. It is iTupossible that he shohld he absent from the 
laat of the spring races,” gravely answered the handsome Thi^odore, who 
had always professed the utmost venertition for the elcgtuit Noriclet. 

“ But 1 heard it said at the club yesterday that be was travelling,” urged 
Alfred. 

It w’ould bo contrary to all his habits if he wore aw’ay now, and indeed, 
even if he were fliree Imndred leagues from Paris yesterday, 111 wager that 
lie must be on the turf to-day.” 

Alfred slnuldcrcd. He also was of opinion that Nol^det must have, re- 
turned, and hoforc his eyes, vvhich stared vacantly at the inme rial stand, he 
tlie forged Bignaturo dance by in letters of dnme. flowevcr,. like a, 
gcuuiue dandy of the time, M. Broasiu, the younger, disliked gloomy 
thoughts, and so, after a moment's meditation, he snapped his fingtjfs and 
spoke these remarkalile w'ords : “Well, I really shouldn’t be a smart fellow • 
if I didn’t get out of this scrape ; and I am a smart fellow.” , 

“ Bidn’t 3'ou toll me that yon hod a heavy bet on Verniilkm? ” 
Vci’goncey, so as to divert his friend’s thoughts. ' 

“ Sixty louis, my good fellow, and at thirty to one ; so that^ if, I have 
any luck, I hIihII have thirty-five nice ]»ank-notes to hand Over to that 
follow, M<fmagor,” and, on the strength of this hoj)C', Alfred forthwith in- 
dulged in a hop and a skip, to the great terror of the hiindsomo Thti.odore, 
who thought a groat deal of propriety. 

Ah ! 1 am as thir.4y as a w'olf,” ejcclaimed Alfred ; “ let us go to the 
drinking-stand, and wet our whistles with n bottle of champagne.** , 

V^crgonccy, who always accepted treats wdiieh did not cost him anything, 
needed no urging, and the two frionds walked towards the teni whete re* 
freshmen ts were sold. On the way, how'cvcr, Alfred suddenly started, aft. 
Ihnngh he had trodden upon a snake. He found himself just in front of 
the Hue Vaiineau money-lender. . 

TJie usurer looked tlio same as usual. He had the same carefully shaven^' 
face, the same equivocal smile, and the same robust figure. But the blue 
F.])cotiiclc8, with w'hich lie hid his piercing eyes, u^ere nOW' provided with 
side pieces, and his square-cut chin was buried in a huge wdiite cra^'at, 
on his head he carried a broad-brim mod hat, brought down caro* 
fully over his forehead. The rest of his costume comprised a long over- 
coat with countlcis pockets, trousers of an undecided tint, and big, squarc- 
t«)ed shoes. He looked exactly like a Jew pedlar. Alfred, apart from the 
serious reasons which made him wisli to avoid such a meeting, did not care 
to be seen talking to such a vulgar- looking man at the races. Mademoiselle 
Argoniino mig^ht esjiy him, and if any member of the Gnat Club came by, 
Alfred, dandy as he was, would be convicted of knowing “copimon people.” 
For •this reason, after the first shock of anrprise, he tried to , slip away 
among the carriages; but M onager quietly stO]q)('d Jiim, and took up a 
position which showed that ho was firmly determined to interview his 
debtpr. P 

“ I am delighted to have the honour of meeting Monsieur Alfred Brossin.” 
he said, politdy raising his band to the monumental hat, which seemed to 
be srvewed on to his cranium. 

“So 1 am to meet you— • certainly — of course— delighted. It is unox- 
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peoted, I mxiBt say ; still, Monsieur 'Manager— ” stammoreil itho unlucky 
dandy, shifting from one foot to the other, like a tnrkey on a'liot gridiron. 

“ I beg your panlon for taking the*liberty to accost you berc,^’ inter- 
rupted the money-lender, in his ae^ voice, which made a chill run down 
Alfred’s back ; but, as the chance offers, you Irill excuse me for remind- 
ing you that to-morrow ia the l^th of May — the day when our little bill 
falls due.” 

aware of it — X*m perfectly well aware of it,” murmured young 
Tirossin, Iiardly knowing what he was saying. 

**0h, I did not doubt your puiiotnality, pray bclievome, sir,” resumed M. 
Manager, settling his spectaclos with a gesture familiar all men of his 
calling, What ! would the son of one of our leading bankers— a prince 
of fintince—be remiss ? No, no, of course not. Such a, signature is as good 
as bullion ; and I was writing only yesterday to my patrons to tell main 
that I had never sent them anything safer than your bill.” 

Ah ! you wrote that to your patrons? ” 

‘*Of coarse, I did ! for, you see, countsry cap'itallsts are such uneasy 
people. Those worthy folks don’t understand anything about business. 
Ah, if they had only worked with your father, now 1 But no, they only 
understand interest at ten per cent, and payment on presentation. Narrow 
minds, my clear sir — narrow mimls ! ” ^ 

“But I thought —I fancied — that with security and by paying a commis- 
sion, one might— ” , 

“Might what, my dear sir?” asked the monoydender, in the most in- 
sinuating tone. 

‘ * I thought that I might be able to renew,” said Alfred, boldly, led on 
by the amiable manner of M^-nager. 

“ Impossible, with country people, my dear air — utterlj^ impossible ! 
They have a mania for being paid on the very day. It is mere prejudice — 
routine— for money is made to make money, and it does make money when 
you renew ; bnt these gentlemen have their own w^ay of looking at things, 
and they are very much behind the times, I must confess it. Ah, that’s 
not my way of looking at business ; and if I were the master — ” 

“You M'ould adv^ance me the money? ” excbiimod young Brossin. 

“Twice, three times, ten times over!” replied the money-lender, wi^ 
apparent earnestness ; “ but, ns I had the honour of telling you when ydu 
Clime to my oflice last November, J arn only an humble agent in this matter 
— only an humble agent.” 

Alfred let a groan escape him, and tried to turn it into a fit of coughing, 
muttering inarticulate words. M. Ycrgoncey stood beside his friend, but, 
so far, Im hod said nothing. When he saw that young iii ossin was out of 
coiiulenancC, however, lie thought that the time had come for intervening. 
“Come now, Monsieur Muiiager,” said he, with a careless air, “your 
patrons arejiot Turks, <leuco take it 1 and we know what meiv^ talk amounts 
to. With fivo^per cent more and a good commission, they would give a 
renewal Of three months, I’m si^ro," 

“ To whom have I fbe honour of eroeaking ?” gravely asked the usurer, 
now pretending to catch sight of the handsome Tli^odore for the first time. 

“To Monsieur Vergoncey. I am a landowner in the Gdtinais. Your 
correspondents have only to make iinjuirics in the department where my 
estate lies.” ^ 

>‘I am djelightocl, sir, to make your acanaintouce ; the more so as I bad 
the pleasure ^ knowing your father.” 
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** Ah, yon knew—’* F 

Your father, yee, at the Marquibue>^|lK‘thcs’ place, and I did not expect 
to see his son here»^* # 

This remark, j|flliou|?li made in the jdolitest tone, Seemed to affect Ver- 
goncey like a blw nn the head, for ne dreaded nothing more than hearing 
the author of hk hoing rheutioned. ' Vergonoey the emer had been a rnej’© 
faetotmu So Alfred's auxiliary was reduced to silence, and deemed it 
prudojit to say no more. 

I was saying, my dear Monsieur Btosain,” resmned M. Manager, “ that 
I Tyas delighted at having io punctual a person .as yourself to <lfal with. I 
shall telegraph kp-morroW to my people that the thirty five Ihoustitid francs 
will be paid before "noon, and I atn sure that, nt the earliest opportunity, 
they wdll be only too glad to do business with yon again.” 

‘ ‘ Before noon ? ” muttered Alfred, chewing the big end of his cigar. 
“Heaven knows,” continued the money-lender, “that it isn’t because 
these gentlemen have the slightest apprehension ; for, even supposing that 
by an impossible chance you were a tulle pushed, wo sboula go straight to 
Monsieur Jules Noridet,' and a’ millionaire like him would not make any 
difficulty about giving us the thirty-five thousand francs.” 

'J’he handsome Th<*odore prii^ed his ears on hearing Mcnager speak of 
making Noridet pay, and Alfred suflered so much, being, as jtVere, on hot 
coals, that he resolved to break off the conversation at any cost. However, 
the usurer now took his leave. “Yout servant, my clear sir,” said he, 
as young Brossln started off. ** To-morrow morning I will send to your 
house, iiuloss you prefer that I should send direct to Monsieur i^oridet. ” 
Alfred made no reply. He dragged Vergoncey to the rcfrcbliinent tent 
in hot haste, and cUd not even see Manager get into a cab which was wait- 
ing for him off the sward at a hundred paces or so from the line of carriages. 

“ WJiat did that money-monger mea'n by his gabble?” asked Theodore. 
“ How is NoridiSt mixed up in this matter? ” 

“ Let us have a drink,” answered Alfred, in a voice choked by emotion. 
And, without looking at Vergoncey, who had been visibly disturbed by the 
usurer’s wordlJj^uDg Brossin darted like a whirlwind into the tent where a 
crowd of pcrsoiftsof both sexes were already eating and drinking. He im- 
mediately ordereJTa bottle of, champagne, and began to drain glass alter 

h'ortuiiately that dear Vermilion,” he sput- 
tered out amid Ids He’s by Prussian Blue and 

Casilda, you know, and caapBB||||||£ 

“ The fact is,” said Vergon3iP^^H||||^^^^t Verndlion's perforniaii- 

“ Thirty -six thousand, my frien^*^ 
iifternoon, and then down wdih Manager!’ , 

“ IVho have you bet with ? ” asked the prudent Theodore. 

“ With a very rich young man who drove hero with a mail coach and four 
horses, and — Ah I dash it ! what a pretty girl ! ” suddenly exclainu d the 
intoxicated dandy, who had just espied a ^'oung person stending near tiic 
counter alotoe. * 

Young Brossin was not mistaken as to the girl’s good looks. It w ould 
have been difficult to find a more charming face thfln hers. She w'as mix- 
ing a glass of currant-syrup, and did uOt notice the bystanders, but Alh*ed 
w'as merely tiini<l with his cteditors, and so, without more ado, he walked 
up to this -young girl. 


^thousand to pocket this 
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Xhu bell bad just rung to iiunounc^a new race ai>d almost all the iiun^tes 
«)t Lhc tent were hurrying towards the course;, !5^ou ate Charming, 
]i;tulenioiBel3e,*’ said Alfred, “and a litifcle champagne would make you look 
f> bill better.’^ \ 

The young girl blushed and drew baclr without ri^^lng. to tliis stupid 
gallantry . . ’ 

“<Jomo, my beauty, drink this ! contiiiucd youUg BrosSih, ojffcmg her 
a glass of sparkling wine, . \ ' 

“Let me alone, sir I I don’t know you,’* rej^oined the young girl, curtly. 

^ “ What ! are you putting on airs continued Alfred, convinced that he 
was talking to a gay young “ damsel of the lake." , 

You are an insolent rascal I ” excla med a voice behind him. 

‘•‘What are you meddling with ? ” answered Alfred, timniiig and facing a 
tall young man, with a dusky skin but extremely well dressed, who had 
just come up. 

“I am meddling with what concerns me,'" replied the new^-comer with a 
firmness that B*tartled young Brossiii. * 

“How can my actions concern you ? asked the baron’s son and heir. 

“ This young lady is with me, and 1 forbid your insulting her ; it you 
persist I shall chastise you.” 

“ Will you, indeed? This is really tunny, really funny, I must say 1 ” 
stammered Alfred, at the same time preparing to beat a retreat. 

. Vergoncey, who was by no means partial to disturbances, pulled his friend 
by the sleeve to get him away, but the noise of the quarrel had attnictcd 
some persons who had Unget cd near the counter, and a circle had alrejuly 
formed around the two adversaries. The young uirl who Jiad been the 
occasion of ih© quarrel had caught hohlof the arm oi her defender, and was 
trymg to calm him, but she did not appear to be very sucees-siui. Unior- 
Umately for Alfred, who had intended to depart quietly, two members of 
bis ^ub were among the bystanders. Tlie thought that they were looking 
on lefit him a little courage, and he ielt the necessity for putting on a loity 
air. “ Well, my friend.” said he, “ you think that you are at the BarritMe, 
eh?'iuid want to try your fists. But that is all very well for lackeys, it 
doesn’t suit me,! ” 

“What ! you puppy 1 I’ll teach you to talk about lackeys 1 ” exclaimed 
tho mulatto, breaking away from the young girl to^turow himself upon 
the baron’s heir. 

’ As usual in such cases, several bystanders intoiwened and no blows en- 
sued. Alfred, screened by one or i\vo f^jllDWS of his own set, cuntinncil 
playing his part howevef.'^ “ ^^istols ! sabres! anything you 

lilte 1 ” he cried, in liis 3hril|gjwr^^' “ Give me your card— but no ; you 
can’t have any card— of cofffljWpo’t ! 

And, thereupon, he turned aWay, followed by the faithful Vergoncey. 

“ I don’t need any card,” called out the mulatto, “ I know you very well, 
and my name is S'ortoto. To-morrow, I shall be your man, Monsieur 
iirossin, junior ! ” 

’ The aiifciigouists migdil have continued for some time complimenting one 
a,notherin this way, dike the Greeks of the Iliad; but an incident which 
"might easily have been foreseen now put a stop to this battle of words. 
The young girl, whorn^he new-comer liad so energetically protected, fainted 
away, and a reaction took placoamongLhe by.staiiders.somcof whom had held 
Fortoto back. Nine times out of ten tho man in the right is the one that 
the crowd takes sides against. Fortoto was released, and the people present 
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gathered avotind the poor girj, who had falieu upon a chair, and appeared 
quite unconscicm^it 

It would lia«^ better fpr Alfred had he now retired, but he was 
Bewed with the v^nluehy idea of keeping up .hia blustering. “ Do you hear 
idiat ciown* said he to the men of his club, who were near by 

hBteinug to hiftiy , coward bauds out his name as though he were a 
Montmot^my> su;id.i'Mtagine9/ that 1.9^^ going to fight with a nigger like 
hiin.^* 

Meantime the people round about had succeeded in reviving the young 
gi) I who was none other than Louise Bernard. 

“ What a name I ” continued Alfred, “ Fortoto ! Imagine anyone being 
named Fortoto 1 Could light with a man named Fortoto ? ” 

But just at this moment an unexpected diversion took place, for a young 
gentieman of elegant appearance appeared, and at sight of him, Brossiu 
turned very pale. Everything showed he was a man accustomed to good 
society. Tall, slender, and of light complexion, his a^iupas well as his 
demeanour was that of a'man of the world. “ Those who won’t fight with 
^lonsicur Fortoto, must fight with me,” he said, setting his hand ttpon 
Alfred’s shoulder. 

Alfred had at once ' ecognised him, Jor he atarnrnered piteojsly ; “ Tou^ 
Monsieur de Monville I Yep, 1 will fight-^ertainly— -of oOurse— only too 
hap]iy — but why? I don’t understand you.” 

“ You don’t undorsband why I wish to fight ? ” asked the new comer, in 
a very diatiuct tone. 

‘‘No— unless — our bet— our bet — on Vermilion — ” 

“Enough, air ! enough t” haughtily replied Monsieur de Monville, 
mean to figlit with you because you have iasiiltod a young girl in a cowardly 
manner. ' 

“ CoivuiuJlf/ is i^erhaps rather strong, ' began the handsome Theodore, 
“ and J think that — ” 

However, he wont no further, for a look from Fortoto^e defender stopped 
the wur^is iu his throat. 

“But, indeed, sir,” ciMaimed young Brossiu, in a ton© of emotion, “ 1 b'^^g 
of you to believu that if 1 had known — bui;, you understand, when a woman 
is alone at the spring races, w^hy you know — ” 

“8o, because a woman Is ahue, you think you have a right to fasiilt 
iior‘:f ” asked M. do Monville, sharply. 

“ 1 could luiii guess that she was an acquaintance of yours,” said Alfrc<l, 
m Jill simplicity. 

“ Well, 1 just found out chat you wore a coward, and now I discover 
tJiiit you are a fool.” This reply toll uihui the dandy like a stroke of liglit- 
idng, tind he could not find a word to utter in reply. “ My seconds will 
be at your liouse co>tiioiTow morning, air,” added M. de Mouvillo. And 
turning his back upon the members of the Gnat Club, who were in a 
statu uf aina/Aunent, ho approached Fortoco, who still stood beside the 
lri"litenecl girl. • 

Vergoncoy now dragged his terrified triedci away, and they left the tent, 
followed by tw’o club men, who w'cre greatly scandalized by the cowardly 
behaviour ot their fellow member. “ Kerens a pretty tO-do I ” grumbled 
Alfred, “ hei’c 1 am with a duel on my hands, ami that clmp Manager has 
to be settled with to-morrow, why 1 have a great mind to go off for a four 
in Normandy." * 

^ “ The club would not like thac, muttered the handsome Theodore. 
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Well, if Vermilion doean^ wm,” miecl the foaron’e heir presumptive, 
** the only thing I shall l>e able to do will be to kick the bucket.” 

While iUfred was cmi ducting himself in this manner, Baron Brossin, 
had no thought of the races, was walking about on the raoeground near the 
Longchamps mill. M. Brossrn was usually a 6rm patron of tlm weighing- 
stand, and he could not have isolated in this way without serious 

reasons. He had left the two grave-looking persons With whom he had 
previously approached the baroness’s landau, and bo wSs noW walking 
about with an old man, leaning upon his artn and talking with great anima- 
tion. This person was short and stout, with a cunning face, and though his 
haiy* was quite white his look was anything but venerabl^l You think, 
then, that the Bank of France won’t advance us anything on our Sicilian 
paper ? ” said the Baron. ^ 

It w.ould, perhaps, have done so lost month, but now that it is known 
on ’Change that the mining grant has been refused ua, the hank won’t lend 
us a copper. ” ’ ^ 

This answer was given drily, and it seemed as though the speaker ha*d 
no desire to propitiate himself with M. Brossin. And yet hia attire, 
manners, and general appearance were those of a clerk ; in fact, it was xiot 
necessary toi.be very observing to guess that the baron was condescending 
to walk about with his cashier or head accountant. 

What of the bills which we sent in yesterday ? ” 

“ They were refused at the discount office,” said the clerk, abruptly. 

“ That cannot be possible I My signature has never even been discussed, 
and my credit must still be good, for no one knows — ” 

“ I think, on the contrary, that everybody docs know something. Why, 
yesterday, there was a talk on ’Change that you were ruined.” 

But who can have spread the news ? ” 

Ah ! that’s the point 1 that is what nobody ever knows. An unlicensed 
broker told it to a cashier who repeated it to our messenger ? Where did 
he get hold of it ? That is more than I can tell you. ” 

“Then, the failure of 'Fassitt & Linnlcy, the fiS(Jl of the Pacific Itidlroad 
stock, and all that is known already ? ” 

“ It was known two days ago ; and if yon had done me the honour to 
receive me yesterday in your private office, I could have told you all that 
was being said. ” 

“ But, yesterday, I was obliged to go to Chantilly.” ^ 

“ To look at the stables of that WaJlachiau Prince, wlio has begun to 
bank with you ? That was undoubtedly a useful journey, but a man cannot 
go to Chantilly and manage a bank in Paris at the sarno time.” 

“I don’t need your reproaches,” said the baron, abruptly, “advice is 
what I asked you for. ” 

“ What advice can I give you? to liquidate? You wouldn't do so.” 

“ Are you crazy ? I haven’t come to that, I presume.” 

“ Kot quite j^ct, as we still have seventeen days between now and the 
end of the month.” ti 

The baron shiverc^l as if he felt cold, and yet the sun was bright 
and W'arm. “How mucli have W'e to ixay?” demanded he, after a short 
silence. 

“Nine hundred and sixty -two thousand francs before the first of June.” 

“Actd wo have in hand — ” i 

♦‘Ki)^hty;six thousand francs jdus three hundred and twelve thom^iand 
franca la bills which are not due till June, July, and August.” ’ 
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“ i have got out of worse difficulties than this,” said M. Brossin, with a 
careless air, which did siot a^ree with his anxious face. 

“ I don’t dsjiy that, but times are not the same now.” 

“Why not? I have my house on the Boulevard Haussmann, and my 
estate in Normandy, which are worth a great deal more than the ^imount 
wJiich 1 had in hand when I arrived iii Paris.” 

“ Bat you cannot turn them into money in a fortnight’s time,” 

“ I can borrow.” 

“On moi’tgages? A banker I Then, indeed, your credit will be gone 
forever.” 

I'licae discouftiging replies fell heavily i^)on the baron. He let go of ins 
companion’s arm, and looked down at the grass as though he ex|iected that 
some suggestions would rise to him from the sward. “ Ah, if 1 could only 
get Henrictte married ! ” he murmured, switching the herbage with his cane, 

“ Oh, yes, to Monsieur Noridet, that fine fellow with three millions of 
jiioncy,” said the cashier; “but there is nothing to sho^y that he would 
care to let his father-in*law have any of his funds. Besides, the match 
docvsn’t seem to suit him.” 

The baron coloured, and raised his head. “ Do yoii know that you are 
becoming very insolent ? ” said he, in an angry tone. 

The cashier did not appear to pay any attention to this Remark* He 
merely shrugged his shouldeia. It is certain that, if there had been any 
witnesses to this conversation, they w'ould have thought it strange that the 
cashier sliould show such small respect for his master. The baron must 
have bcem seriously compromised in tlie knowledge of this inferior to tolerate 
such familiar remarks and such an insulting manner. After a few minutes’ 
m(‘utal falruggle he succeeded, no doubt, in calming himself, for the tone in 
wliich he again spoke was very mild. “ Come, now, Bouscaroau,” said he. 
“mo have been working togetlier for thirty years, and it seems to me thnt 
mir good unde rstaiuling has been mutually profitable. It isn’t the right 
linu* lo quarrel W'hen trouble is at hand.” 

“ Trouble ? {Speak for ymirself. J have no trouble to fear.” 

“ Yes, I know that you have been more prudent than myself, and that 
your little fortune is quite safe.” 

“ Little, indeed,” said the clerk, wdth a grimace, which might either have 
.signified mockery or malignity. “ My gold has not made millions like 
you 13.” 

“ That is no fault of mine, for on the day wc started we started alike, 
and with equal shares. ” 

“The day? no, it was in the night.” 

This remark probably contained some allusion which was not very agree- 
able to the baron, for be abstained from making a retort. “At all events,” 
Slid he, W'itli strange earnestness, “each of us did what suited him, ami I 
don’t reproach you tor refusing to join me in my ventures, besides, I have 
never asked yon to help mo wutli your capital.” 

“ You have done right there, for I should have refused,” replied the 
stout man, in a brutal tone. * 

“ You had and still have the right to do that,” replfed M. Brossin, without 
wincing, “but you cannot desert a firm where you have always been cashier, 
and a friend who has always given you a part oLhis pnffits without ever 
making you share his losses.” 

“ Who says anything about deserting anybody or anything? I have no 
interest ih with<lrawing, as 1 am quite sure I sha’n’t be compromised,” * 
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This assertion made the baron ehrtig his shoulders, but he thpWht|.^t to 
keep to himself his views as to his cashier’s future prospects* Now^^/said 
iie, “I ask you whether, in your opinion, there is any way of saving tlie 
situation ? ” 

“There is one way,” said Bouscare^u, drily. 

“ And you haven’t yet told mo of it.” 

“ Ko. I hesitate about doing so.” 

“ Why is that ? ” 

“ Because you now lack the will and energy that y6u once possessed.” 

“ You are mistaken. I would do anything to avert ruin.” 

“ Very well ; tlien you need only to sell to-morrow on ’tllmngo the two 
thousand bonds of the Northern Bailway Line that have been in my safe 
ever since October.” 

** Count d’Alcttino’s deposit I ” exclaimed the baron. 

Exactly,” replied the cashier, without evincing the slightest emotion. 

*‘But you know very well that it may be claimed at any moment.” 

“Not by him, as he is dead.” 

“There is no legal proof of that, and besides, ho must have left heirs.” 

“ Do you imagine that if those heirs had known ot this deposit, they 
would have deferred putting in an appearance so long ? ” 

' The baron fell into deep meditation, aiid his contracted brow show ed 
how deeply he was stirred. M. Bouscaroau looked at liim with an exprcR- 
sion which fully revealed tho contempt he cntert|iinc<l for his supet ior. 
“It would be ntiuse of confidence,” muttered tho unfortunate hanker, “a 
case for tho assizes and imprisonment.” 

“ 1 told you that your energy was all gone,” said tho casluer, coldly. 
Whereupon tho baron passed Ins hand over his fortsbea'd, and bit his Jips. 
“It seems to me that you wore not so squeamish when w^c were both 
clown there at — ” added Bouscareau. 

“Hold your tongue ! hold your tongue ! Do you wish tp ruin us both, 
yon rascal ? ” 

“Oome, now% do yoir think that tho horses on the course can liear ns ? ” 
said the stout man. ^ 

Indeed nobody was paying the least attention to the pair. Within 
hearing there w^as only a cab, no doubt unoccupied, and the driver of 
which had approached the course to w'atch the race. 

“No matter,” said the baroii, "1 do not care to talk of that here. 
Come to my house to-night. 1 will wait for you in my private roenn ; hut 
now I must return to the ladies, I must not be seen talking so h*i:g witli 
you.” 

M. Bouscareau made no objection, and they were about to sopnrate, 
when the door of the cab near by slowly opened. Tho noise made by tho 
door made M. Brossin look round, and he saw that a gentleman haci just 
alighted from the cab, and was coming forward with his hand extended 
and his lips curved into a smile, lie looked like some one who sees a 
friend after a Idng absence, and, the baron, quite surprised at seeing a per- 
son whom he did no^ know', coming towards him with so aimable and 
familiar an air, stopped short. It seemed to him that he had somewhere 
seen this person beiore,^but it was ianpossible for him, as the plirase goes, 
to “ set a name on his face.” The stranger was tall, of vigorous build, and 
very distinguishdcl bearing. Tho baron conchqled that he must be soine 
old, customer w ho had banked W'ith him, and at all events, it would not 
do lam any harm to sp<;ak to a nian belonging to goo<l society. He theveforQ, 
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an attitude of mingled courtesy and reserve, waiting for the new- 
comer to accost liim, hut in point of jFact he was not without a little un- 
GiiSiiheaa, for lie said to him&elf that the occupant of the cab might perhaps 
have overheard hie conversation with Boufacareaii. 

“Gk)od day, jny dear baron,” said the stranger^ eagerly taking the* 
hanker’a hand ; 1 am very glad that chance has brought us together 

here.” 

M. Brossin stood with liis mouth wide open and his eyes starting out of 
his head* I'he stranger*s voice awoke a confused recollection in his mind, 
hirt the more he gassed at his face, the more he feared recognising him. 

“ Kxcuso mo, air,” said he, with a show of hesitation ; but my memory 
is very bad, and — ” 

“ What 1 really! am I so changed as all that?” cried the stranger, 
Imrstiug into a laiigli. ‘‘This is the consequence of travelling in warm 
climates.” 

“Ah, you have been travelling,” stammered the baron, wHo was visibly 
growing paler. 

“ You must have knowm that, my dear friend, and I beg of you to be* 
lieve that if I had been in this hemisphere you would not have w^aited so 
long without hearing from me. And, by the bye, I ought to apologise to 
yon for leaving Monville without even saying good-bye.” 

'i'his remark came as a terrible flash of light to the unhappy banker. 

“ Count (I’Alcaino 1 ” ho exclaimed recoiling. 

“Himself, my excellent friend, himself, and very glad to see you 
again.” 

“I also am glad,” stammered M. Brossin ; “but you can iindorsUnd 
luy surprise, my emotion — ” 

“ Why ? Ah ! I see ! you did not expect to see me get out of a cab in 
tlio midst of the races. But how’- can I help that ? I have onlyjust arrived 
ill Paris, and I ha^•e not hatl time to sot up an establis)*iuent* with 
cairiages of iny oun, and so on.” 

“ Oh, it is not that,” muttered the baron, still quite stunned by this un- 
expected blow. 

“Can you have believed me dead?” asked Alcamo, gaily. “I remrm- 
I'c]' now, that I was told to-daj^ that there had been a rumour to that 
em-ct.” 

“Yea, such was the case,” said M. Brossin, trying to recover a little 
calmness ; “and I must confess, for my part, that the indications coincid- 
ing with your disappearance, made me believe you dead.” 

“ Oh, I confess that it w^as a serious breach of politeness on my i>art, to 

oli' as I did without taking leave of you, just like a bankrupt trying to 
iiscMpcfrom his creditors.” The baron frowned. 

“Fortunately, however, I did not take my money with me,” resumed 
Al(;amo, in a still gayer tone, “as most of my personal property is de- 
[>ositcd at your liauk.” • 

“ If is still there,” said M. Brossin, hurried^. 

“ I am sure of that, my dear baron, and I have neveif given the deposit 
i thought since I went away.” 

Tim banker’s face cleared. M. Bouscarcau listened’TO this talk, wdfehout 
i.i} jug a word, but lie looked at the count with strange persistency, and it 
!;ec;med as though he wore seft-utinizing liis frank and open oountoimnco^ 
lor a reseinbkinco to some one he had knowm. Alcamo undoubtedly ob-’ 
seryccl the manner with wliich tlie cashier examined lum, for he suddenly 
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said to the baron ; This gentleman is nncloubtedly oinO of your fnends* 
and I am delighted, I am sui*6, to— ” 

“Monsieur Bouscaroau, in y cashier,** replied M. Brossin hurriedly ; 
“ I ought to have introduced him to you, but I fancied you knew him.** 

“No, indeed, to my great regret,” said the count, graciously; “you 
know that I always transacted all my little matters with you, but I shnll, 
no doubt, soon have the pleasure of seeing this gentleman, in tiio exercise 
of his functions.*’ 

At these words, which seemed to announce the eount*8 intention to pay 
an early visit to the cash-box which contained Ins bond/Ji the baron could 
not help turning pale, and M. Bouscareau probaldy thought this a good 
tiom for disappearing, for he ceremoniously saluted the count and humbly 
said : “ I have the honour to offer you my respects, gentlemen,” and thcro- 
up<m he vanished, his employer making no attempt to detain him. 

Imleed Barpn Brossin longed to be alone with Alcamo to ask the latter 
about his adventures, and especially to ascertain his intentions. “ Really, 
count,” said ho, trying to hide his uneasiness, “ I can hardly boliove in 
the unexpected happiness of your return. J ust fancy, your hat was found 
with a j)Ool of blood below the cliff, and proceedings were even begun 
against two fellows who were suspected of having murdered you.” 

“I hope they were let off, ” laughed Alcamo. “The deuce J I should 
have reproached myself all my life long had any innocent man been com- 
promised on my account- ” - 

“ Oh, do not let that affair trcn^le yon. These poor deA’ils escaped fi om 
the prison at Dieppe, and tliey hav^never l)eeu seen since or even heard of ; 
everything was mysterious in the nlfair.** 

“ It ought to cure me of my imuna for politics.” 

“ What ! did you leave Monvillo so suddenly on account of political 
matters ? ” 

“ Yes, we Italians are always conspiring, more or less, you know, aiu 
while I was quietly enjoying myself on your delightful estate, some of my 
fellow countrymen, who were exiles in England, crossed the channel in u 
sailing-boat to offer me the command of an insuiTCction ffi Sicily.” 

“ Nothing was ever said about such au affair on ’Change*,” remarked the 
banker. 

“No, indeed ! I should think not ! It failed before it broke out, and 1 
was neaily taken by the riodmontese, who would quietly have shot me. I 
was forced to fly, and availed myself of a vessel bound for Ibazd. How 
ever, everything is all right, as I liave returned safe and sound, and lane 
had the pleasure of meeting yon.” 

“ 1 can assure you, count, that the pleasure is mutual.” 

“1 have no doubt of tb.at, rny dear baron, and 1 regret my own rudeness. 
It was only urgent neccHsity that foived me to embai^ on a rough Novtm- 1 
ber night without even taking lime to say farewell. But I will tell you all j 
my adventures ui del ail one of these days. My affair was a perfect I 
Odyssey. Me:intime, permit mo to ask after your family.” 

“ A thousand thfiinks, count ; Madame Brossin will be very glad to see 
you again, and rny ^aughte'r ’ivpuld never forgive me if I dtdayed 
lior at once about your return. The ladies arc here, and if you will iillov 
me, I — ** 

“ No 1 no 1 ba-ron, I might frighten thenf, for they w’ould certainly tuKi 
'me for a ghost, t should much prefer it if you would preiitue them— aiu 
say that f will call on them to-morrow.** 
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** Aa you pleatse, count ; wo aliall always fe«l hotiottre4 to loceivc yon.’* 
As for to-day, my dear friend,” now remarked Alcamd, ** I have a gi‘eat 
desire to see the races. Let.na look gn together, and tell mo, if you please, 
something about the horses that are going to run,” 

“ What I you don’t know anytfdng about them, count?” exclaimed the 
banker, who was delighted at being able to make himself agreeable to a 
man whom he feared, as a criminajl rears his judge. 

‘‘Just remember that I have come from abroad, and am ignorant of 
everything that is going on hero, I have scarcely even heard of the illus- 
trious Vermilion.’' 

“Ah I that’s a filie horse, count. And see, the signal has just been given 
for the start ; from where we stand too we can sec the winning-post very 
well.” As the baron spoke, the horses passfxl by like a whirlwind bc- 
loro the spectators gathered near the mill of Longchamps. The, baron 
pointed out Vermilion to the count, whom, from that moment, seemed to 
be greatly interested in tho^ races. • ♦ 

TJ)e favourite seemed to justify tlio preference of the sporting fraternity, 
for while a stable companion made the running he kept in a good position, 
and at the last turn went ahead of all his competitors. The count did not 
lose sight of him for an instant, and if M. Brossiii could have guessed why 
he waa so greatly interested, even turning pale with evcitement, he would 
have felt loss security as to his future prospects, ’rho hve animals iu the 
race now reached the distance, and Vermilion came ab ad triumphantly, 
the public already shouting and clapping their bands with delight. 

“He wdns ! ” exclaimed the baron, who thought chat Alcamo would bo 
pleased at this. 

But, suddenly, a loud clamour arose from the crowd, and the count 
quietly replied : “ Not yet.” 

In fact the. favourite had been hc.atfu a hundred j^ards from the pf>8t, 
and a rival, who had crept up behind him, liad won tJm race eivsily by 
two lengths ! 

“ What a pity 1 ” cried the banker. 

“The fact is, that I pity the people who backfal Vermilion,” said the 
count, whose meaning the banker failed to understand. 


XXIV. 

JuLKS Noridet, whose appearance young Brossin so greatly dreaded, and 
for a vei’y good reason, had not been present at tlie la.st spring races at Long- 
t'hanips ; still he had returned to Paris. For three days be had been iu 
town, but no one had so far seen him, either on the boulevar<l, or at the 
of)ora, or even at the club, where as a rule he always put in an api>earaiice 
between midnight and one a.m. 

This gay fallow, who had once never failed to show himself in public on 
all fa'scourahle occasions, now kept to his rootj^, breivkfasted in the morning 
on a cup of tea prepared by his man-servant, and in t^ie evening had his 
dinner sent him from the Cafe Anglais. In spite of his wealth, Noridet 
hiul not yet abandoned the seConcl-floor rooms in the Hue du Holder, where 
be, had spent the gayest years of his life. His retired existence was con- 
sidered to be to his c*redit, as it was attributed to hia grief on account of 
Ilia uncle’s death. The' truth was, however, that ho did not oare to pur« 
eb.iso any house property with the money W'hich he had inherited ; he pre- 
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fwred to liokl himself in readhiess to leave France at any moinent, tor, 
during the la&t six months, he had not had an hours qnietr*4iSS i indeed, 
the fortune he had acquired at such U fearful price, had Drought him cpjy 
fear and remorse. 

Brought back to Dieppe and cured of his wound, after the duel near the 
Black Rook, Noridet had returned to Paris in a thorough state pf prostration. 
However, after a month’s almost absolute’ retirement ho had gradually re- 
csoyereil from the shock, and hearing no more erf the count lie began once 
more to think of enjoying life. At the same time the thought of his invis- 
ible tyrant thoroughly enraged him. He dared not act openly against the 
Cc unt d’Alcamo, hut he knew that the secret upon whick his fate depended 
was now known to Fortoto and to Louise Bernard, and by means of private 
uctcctb es he made several attempts to discover what had become oi them. 
But Louise had suddenly left iicr home and nobody knew where she had 
gone. ' All that Noridet ascertained was that she had removed her father from 
the lunatic a^^ylum where he liad been placed, and that there had been but 
little opposition to her doing so. There was ndfching to show that Beruartl 
had really had anytliiug to do with his employer’s disappearance, and be- 
sides, his mental condition excited pity. Nondet concluded that Loln^e 
an<l Forfcqjio had followed the count, and failing to discover the whei'eabouts 
of any of them, he began to believe that the truce granted him by his power- 
ful enemy would be p<*rinancnt. This i<lea led him to eombiiic a new plan 
which lie decided to carry out during tlie spring. It is needless to say that 
this new plan embraced a fresli crime. The poisoner persiiatled himself that 
the count’s threat to denounce him was only an attempt to frighten him, and 
that the true danger would be the production of the will, which disinherited 
him. Now% this will, according to all appearance, was mainly to Andr^ie’s 
benefit, and it was easy to find out where she was staying. She lived with 
her gCKlmother at M. Mornac’s residence in the Kuo d’Assas, a place easy 
of access. Noridet began stealthily watching her and waited for his chance. 

As for his enforced connection with the Brossin family, ho kept it up to 
a moderate extent, that is to say, just enough not to discourage the baron’s 
hopes of his marrying Hciiriette, wdio since the adventure in the cave near 
Bivjlle knew not wdiether to love or hate him. 

When Noridet heard of the departure of the Mornacs for Switzerland, he 
thought that a chance for harming Audr4e would now offer, and he st:u ted 
for Scbaffiiausen under an assumed name. We know that Ids attempt 
failed, thanks to Bierre Lefort, and that once *rgaiu lie found himself face 
to face to Alcamo. However, he was not displeased with the result of tlin 
last night he spent in Switzerland, for the count and the recluse had o\ i- 
dently perished in the fire of Fritz’s hut. On returning to Paris, Noridet 
was now mainly anxious to discover Louise and Fortoto, for he over had 
the fatal casket before his eyes. He had not beheld it since the day wlicn 
Louise’s lover hadianatchcd it from him, just as the over-oonfiding ghi had 
been about to intrust it to his care ; and the recollection of the scene that 
had ensued ifleminded him of hia fodter- mother, Aurora. He had prudently 
abstained from visiting her nouse as long as he believed himself watched 
from near or far by Count d’Alcamo. But circumstances had now changed, 
and after prolonged ^'eflection he resolved to consult Aurora. “It is im- 
possible,” he thought, “ that she can have remained all this time without 
some news of Fortoto, and I know how to make her talk.” 

. Acting oil this idea, Noridet left his roorns on the morrow of the Long*' 
champs races luid proceeded to Aurora’s abode. He remembered that had he 
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loanit liobbiiig from her at their last interview, but this timche-deterniittetl 
to iiitiiniiffttfl. tier if necessary, “After all,” said he, between his teeth, 
“ it w"as she who gave mo the poisony and her life is in as much danger as 
mine.” When he came in sight of the sorceresses house he saw that the 
raven was not at its post on the window sill ; and this bird serving usually 
as a signal between liim and Aurora, there was reason to believe that the 
old negress was engiiged with some “outsider,” However, Noridet had 
not come KO far to retreat, and he boldly entered the passage, climbed the 
staitvs and rang at his foster-mother’s door. 

“ Ah ! there you arc at last, my Jules ! ” ciied Aurora, a» she answered 
the summons, rolling up the whites of her eyes, which, Witli her, was an 
expression of intense alfectioii. And thereupon she opened her arms to . 
embrace ^Toridet, but he recoiled, and sharply exclaimed : “ Let me come 
in, I liave no time for hugging.” 

“ Yes, como in, my dear boy, come in ! ” she answered, “ we cam talk 
better inside.” 

She stood aside to admit her nursling, and then closed the dl^r carefully 
behind him. 

“ Come Iiere ! Ohorab, come hero ! ” she called to the raven which was 
hopping joyou-fly around Noridet, as tliough to welcome him, 

The room Inwl not changed in ajipearance. The diisty vials Vtii'e atill 
set in lows upon their stands j the cards were still spread out in thoiruaiiol 
place, and Aurora resumed Ikt majestic attitude on her old red ann-chair, 
a Imge j^air of spectacles with round glasses lying on the table on on^ side 
of her, and a olioclc handkerchief, soiled with siiutf, on tlie othef, Noridet 
threw himself <lown upon a w<df-skiu which was spread over an apology for 
a sofa. “ "Whore is Foi*toto V ” he asked, in an imperious tone. 

The iiegrcsa was about to reply, when a piercing shriek resounded in an 
adjoining room. Noridet sprang to his feet. “ What is going on here? ” 
ho asked, 

“Nothing, nothing,” rejoined the sorceress; “but know that I 
possess secret ineana of curing certain illnesses.” 

“ So it’s a patient you have in the next room ? ” 

“ V^es, a woinuu ; but don’t be disturbed, there’s a nurse with her,” 

“ Hum ! she must bo suffering badly to shriek like that, but no matter ; 
whe re is Fortoto ? ” 

“ J don’t know. It is more than six months since I saw him. Why do 
you nsk ? ” 

“ because he has betrayed me, Your son is a rascal, and has sold me to 
my ciiomios.” 

“That cfin’t be,” said Aurora, shaking her head, “he hasn’t sold you, 
but that w'orthlcss w^oman lias bewitclicd liim.” 

“ What do you know about it ? I tell you that he has revealed my secret 
to pi'cple who wiUhave both you and me sent to the guillotine* I'hat’s 
what your son has done.” 

Am ora smiled, displaying her white teeth, and b(»gan to away about in 
licr chair. With her deep wrinkles and bristling hair she lookenl like some 
monstrous African idol. . 

“ Ah, you laugh ! ” exclaimed Noridet, rising ; “ yoi| laugh IjccJiuse you 
don’t understaiicT me, but listen to this. Wo are not in Madagascar, and. 
those who make tiic poison as well as those who use it are sent straight to 
the guillotine in this country.”* 

“No,” said' Aurora, firmly, “neither of us will die by steel* Itis written-|jp^ 
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** There you go with your wifcch’a uobschs© ! ” cxclaime^i ifondel 
** Answer me \\lieu 1 question yoU, a&d obey me wlieu I coimnaiiU, but 
aparo me your nonsense.*’ * 

“ Question and command, then,’* said Aurora, still very quietly. 

“ Well, I told you six months ago that a man was master of my life ; I 
told you that this man kmiw all about me from my youth upward, that ho 
must have lived on the island of Mauritius, and I asked you to tell me his 
real name. You do not know it, or will not tell me. However, I must 
kiiow'^ his name at once, and I give you twenty-four hours to find it out.” 

*‘He must be very powerful, since you fear him so much,” muttered the 
uiiiso, * 

I don’t fear him, now I have killed him>” saidKoridet, in a stifled tone. 
Aurora looked at her foster-son with an expression of surprise and admita 
lion. . “Yes, 1 have killed )iim,” I’csmned Jules, violently, “ butthesecict 
which he discovered has not died with him. It is written in the papers 
which Forto*o has stolon.” 

“ Stolen ! Who told him to steal them If ” *' 

“ Who told him ? W'liy, the girl wdth whom he is in love is the daughter 
of a man wdio was my enc'ny’s t<K»l.” 

*^^1 told you that she had bewitched Idni.” 

‘‘That may bo, but she won’t profit by the thett. Among these papers 
there is one which disinherits me and gives a large part of my uncle’s 
fortune to a miserable paupei’, that AndriSe whom the Mat Ins iamiiy picked 
up on the isle of Bourbon.’’ 

“ Andrtlse !” repeated Aurora, for the first time Bceiaing to 1)C startled. 
“ Do you mean the girl who was called Andr^e Salazio iu Mauritius 'i ” 

“ Yos, and at this moment my life and fortune arc at the mercy of a 
mulatto and a beggar girl whom it suited my family to bring up out of 
charity,” 

“It cannot be ! 1 am mistaken,” muttered Aurora, talking to herself 
and us though following some idea which had suddenly arisen in her mind, 

“ Do you see, now, why 1 must know what ties can have imitod the 
enemy 1 have slain to the ein-mies w'^ho still live ? 

“ 7’ell me again what you told mo once about the man who possessed 
youi secret,” said tho fortune-teller, thoughtfully. 

“ He is fifty years of age, tall, dark, with grey eyes and black eyebrows.” 

There was a pause, during which Noridet showed ‘various signs of im- 
patience. “ Come here, (xhorab 1” suddenly called the sorceress, striking 
the arm of her chair with her bony fingers. 

At this signal the raven opened its wings and flew to the table. “Ani 
you going to begin your jugglery again?*' exclaimed Noridet, in exasperation. 

“You came to consult me because you wish to know what I can tell,” 

I said Aurora, assuming an imperions tone in her turn, let me do as I please, 
or you will learn nothing,” 

J ules shrugged his shoulders anti sulkily throw himself back on the sofa 
while the sibyl with an aii* pt great gravity began a singular performance. 
{She took a maize ^oh from a bag hanging against the wall, and spread the 
cards before her. When the pack was carefully arranged upon the table 
she began to remove the grains of maize from the cob, and placed three of 
them upon each card. The raven followed all this with more attentive eyes 
tiian Noridet. It ruffled its feathers, crqaking hoarsely, but it did not 
. come forward. 

*‘AAou(f Uhorab 1 ” said tho sorceress in a husky voice ; and immediately 
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Inrcl, which seemed to tiiidorstiaiid this guttural language, began stalk- 
ing slowly before the rows of spotted ^ards, picking here and there a grain 
of maize. It performed this three times over, at each turn choosing the 
cards from which it wished to pick the grains, and disdaining the other 
ones, “ liarho. / ” said the sorceress, at the end of the third round, 

Tlie raven at once stopped, and, like an actor retiring to the slips after 
playing his part, it flew on to the floor and hid behind its mistress’s chair. 
Koridf t had begun to stamp angrily, but Aurora paid very little attention 
t .0 her fostcT-son. She w'as solely occupied with the grains of maize which 
the raven liaH left untouched. “ It is he,” she muttered, •’* it is ho, indeed ; 
and yet, he wa^ lo?t with his ship down there, on the coast of Tainatava ! ” 
She counted the curds several times, and finally repeated : ^‘Yes, yes, it 
is he ! it is he 1 ” 

“ Will you ever finish, you old witch? ” shouted liToridet, whose patience 
was exhausted. 

He is alive ! alive ! ” rejoined the negrtss, in the tone of af prophetess, 
“ymi sec that your cards toll ns nolhiim worth hearing, as J have just 
killed him,” grumbled Xoridet, shrugging his shoiihhirs. 

“ fiihoral) is never mistaken. The man \\ ho owned the house overlookiiig 
th(3 Bay of the Falls is not dead.” • 

“ Kiiough ! tell rne something about this Andree.” 

“ I only sfnv ber wlicji she was a little girl, Init 1 sliould know her again,” 
m uttered Aurora. 

“ I don’t care M’hotlicr yon would know hei or not, Wliat I want to find 
out is why tlii.s man Alcamo was interested in Ju'r.” 

“ Where does Andr(5e Salazie ii' t- v ” asked Aurora, instead of replying, 

“ In tlic Hue d’Assas, number 91), with IVlousieur Mornau, and Madame 
de Mathis is there also. Madame de Matliis will .aNo be heiress in my 
place, if this will be brought forward. But these peojde are all in Switzer- 
land just now.” 

You are mistaken, iny Jules. Andree Sahuie iw in I’ans.” 

“1 see that you are decidedly crazy, and J Ji}u.t.t be the same myself to 
think that 1 could learn anything from youi* cracked head,” replied Tvoiidet, 
contemptuously. 

No,” cried the pythoness, rising to her full lioiglit, *' J am not crazy, I 
am powerful. Your enemy has surprised your secret, but i know his, and 
I shall know how to make use of it.” 

Come, now ! foster-mother, tell me more clearly what you mean,” said 
Noridet, softening. 

Aurora spoke with an air of inspiration. “.Sleep peacefully, my son,” 
said she emphatically ; “ to-morrow I will tell you the hiding-place of 
those papers which you fear, and in a few days I will force the man who 
holds them to give them up to you.” 

Noridet M as stupefied, and ^;ondered if this pi*ophecy were true or not. 
Bat at that moment the interview W'as again inteiTupted by thp door of an 
inner room opening, and a*!ragged old woman appearing on the tlu'cshold, 
shouting, ‘ ‘ Come quick, she’s dying ! ” « 

The negress turned angrily towards the new comer. “All right,” she 
said. “ Be off, I’m coming 1 ” ^ 

“Some more of your quack doctor’s business, I see,” said Noridet, and 
he now took up his hat and turned towards the door. 

“ I will conie to see you at your rooms,* remarked Aurora. 

“Don’t venture to do that 1 I should have you put out,” exclaimed 
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Julofi, He was already on the landing when the Sotce»eKs called 

after him. Soon ! soon ! I will bring you some news of the man of the 
Bay of the Falls, for to-morrow I shall go to see Andr^e Hahizie.** 

** Go to the devil if you like 1 ** growled Noridet, rushii^ down stairs, 
four steps at a time. He felt certain that some piece of inmmy was being 
perpetrated in Aurora*.s rooms and he was anidous to be off. The neigh- 
bourhood was almost deserted. Except a few good citUens, who fiad 
brought their wives tliorc to look at the Saint-Denis plain, and two or three 
prowlers from the bai riere who w'ere lying clown in the sunshine, Noridet 
!uOt no one in crossing the plateau. lie took tlie shortest waj^ down into 
Paris, sprung into a eah which he met on the outer boulevard, and was 
driven home. 

Ho was in reality disturbed by the reticence of Aurora, who evidently 
know something about Count d’Alcamo, notably the secret of his position 
as conecrnc<^ Andrde. Still be did not expect a visit from the sorccross, 
ns he was sure that she would not find Andit'jc at the Rue d’Assas, lie 
having left the Mornacs and their friends at Schaffhau.sen. Moreover, he 
did not believe in all Aurora’s jugglery, but ho was not positively sure that 
Aleamo was dead, and ashed himself in alarm if the count bad again escaped 
destruction. ** Bali I ” said he, just as his cab turned into the Rue du 
Helder, “ matters are not the same on the banks of the Rhine as on the 
cliffs of Monville, and, now that I have only to deal with that wretched 
Fortoio and that fool of an Andr^‘e, 1 shall bo able to settle everything.” 

With this conclusion ho alighted and hastened to his rooms, where his 
man-servant told him, to liis groat suriirise, that M. Alfied Brossin had 
been waiting for him for nearly an hour. Tlie baiaui s heir was not, us a 
rule., entcrtainiim society to Noridet, and on this occasion Ids visit greatly 
annoyed him. Iii tlie first jdacc lie wished to bo alone, and in the scconll 
he feared some invitation from the Brossin family, llaving made up his 
mind, since Ins return from »y\vitzerland, to break off Jiis conuoction with 
the finanemr’s family, ho was vcixod with his servant v ho had not got rid of 
the visitor, and decided l<j receive young Alfred in such a way as woiilil 
deprive him of all desire to call again. He went resolutely into the room 
where M. Brossin had been waiting, and where he was Jiow walking up 
and down slashing the air with his little waiking-stick, 'i’his prccipiLaU? 
motion evinced agitation of mind, and Noridet was startled by the cliango 
in the dandy’s face. He was three times as gliastly as usual, his eyes vero 
red as if he had been shedding tears ; and, a symptom of still greatci' 
gravity, his collar Wfis creased and his tie .awry. 

**Good moniing, Monsieur Brossin, how do you do?” sa^d Noridet, 
somewhat stiffiy. 

** Not well at all, my dear Jules, not at all,” sighed Alfred, offeiing his 
hand wliich Jules shook, without any cordiality, however. 

Yt>u look tired. 1 suppose that you have had a stormy night.” 

was not the niglit, it was the day — yesterday — tliat pro v^od a bad one. 
t had a b^t on Vermilion,” aMded young Broesin mournfully. 

“And lost it? *Tliat was bad, but I don’t suppose that you took the 
trouble of calling ln,fe merely to toll me that piece of bad news V ” 

“No — certainly not — althoiigh — Vermilion is the c.'iu.so— tlie ciUse of — ” 

“ Of what ? ” 

The unhappy Alfred stammered out n fc\f word.s which w*ero utterly iin- 
‘iuLolligible, and then .siuhlcnly making up his mind, he added *in a pathetic 
tone;;t^-^My dear fiiond, T have a service to ask of you — two, in fact,” . 
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** What ai® they ? ’’ said Koridet, more and more coldly. 

I have lost thirty-five thousand francs, and 1 must pay them in twenty- 
four hours. I came to ask 3*011 if you gould lend me the money.’* He spoke 
all this with the utmost rapidity, so as to leave himself no time for hesitation. 

, am very sorry,** replied Noridet, very drily, and taking good cave 
not to lose so excellent an opportunity for breaking off all connection with 
his tiresome friend, “ grieved, really, at not being able to accommodate you, 
but I have just paid some very heavy legacy duty, and I haven’t any 
money by me.” 

Alfred let himself fall upon a divan and made a series of despairing 
gestures. The step which he had just taken had been the result of long 
meditation. He had spent the night in asking himself how ho should meet 
the terrible payment, and had at last settled upon this ingenious idea. 
Noridet oouhl not divine that he had forged his signature, and the dandy 
thought it would be very clevej: to borrow the money of him to pay the 
note. ^ 

flow is it that you don’t apply to Baron Brossin ? ” aslfed Noridet, 
enjoying Alfretl’s suflerings. “ When a man has a millionaire for a father 
he can’t be afraid to confess to a debt of sixteen hundred louis.” 

Ah yes ! talk about my father ! ” exclaimed Alfred, lifting his hands 
to Jieaven, “ I don’t know what is the matter with him over sintse yesterr 
day moriiing, but 1 would rather throw myself into the Seine at once than 
ask him for a hundred louis even. He has shut himself up with his oOshkr, 
that bear of a Bouseareau, all the inorniiig, and no one dare go near him.** 

“ What is the other service which you wished to ask mo?” 

Ol>, no matter 1 I did mean to ask you to be my second, but I give 
that up.” 

“It is true that people iu mourning don’t usually go out as seconds,” 
said Koridet, smiling, “ so 1 couldn’t very w'cll serve you in that way. 
May I be allowed to ask you the name of your antagonist ? ** 

“My antagonist, why he is a negro 1 ” 

“A negro.” 

“ Well, a mulatto— and his name is Fortoto.” 

“ Fortoto ! did you say Fortoto ? ” 

“Yes, and you can imagine that I hardly care to fight with a man of that 
cl'iss or with those wlio take his part.” 

“ J hit you must fight, I tell you!” exclaimed Noridet, seizing Alfred’s 
anil with a violence wdiich astonished the baron’s heir. “I will be your 
second, do you hear ? ” 

“But you refused just now,” said Alfred, gazing at him in stupid 
astonishment. 

“ That is true, but I did not rcfiect, and really I can’t leave a fiiend in 
trouble.” 

“Thank you,” muttered young Brossin, dejectedly, “but it would, do 
no gi>od.” 

“ Why ? Didn’t you roly upon mo just now? ” • 

“ Yes,” said Alfred, curtly. ^ 

“ Well then, do you no longer consider me able to assis* you ? 1 thought 

that I had some little experience in affairs of this sort.’J^ 

“ Oh ! it isn’t that. On the eontraiy, it would be a feather in my cap, 
The club would think better of me if 1 bad a man like you for my second.* 

“ Explain yourself, then, niy^lear Alfred,*’ said Noridet, who ba<l cotn. 
pletely changed his manner since hearing Foi toto’s name pronounced. 
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The baron’s heir did not make haste to reply. He chewed the top of his 
cane, and gazed at tlie cai*pet. At last, however, he resolved to make a 
painful avowal. “I may as well tell you,” said he, jujnping up as if 
worked by a spring, “ that it wouldn’t amuse me very much to fight, still 
1 sliould have gone out all the same, you know, so that the people might 
not make fun of mo at the Gnat Club, but now — ” 

“ Why not now ? ’* 

“ Well, now, 1. cannot return to the club, because I can’t pay my bet. 
So, you see, I don’t see why I should go out and risk my life for the 
pleasure — ” 

** The honour, you mean," said Noridet, coldly. , r 

“ The honour ! the honour ! Hononr doesn’t count for much on ’Change. 
I’d rather have thirty-five bank-notes of a thousand francs each." 

M. do Mathis’s thrice guilty nephew had certainly no scruples, but lie, 
respccJted the ideas of the society in which ho lived, and this cynical 
cowardice sqemed revolting to him. However, since he had heard Forto'o’s 
name, he wished very much to make young Broesiii talk, and he determiuod 
to load him on. 

“Come, my dear fellow,” said ho, in an insinuating tone, “ tell mo ail 
about the inatkir." 

“Oh, ft is very simple," sighed the dandy. “I was tiiking some re- 
freshment at the races with Vergoncey. I tried to joke a little with a 
grisette, but she put on airs, and thereupon this Fortoto came up and took 
the part of a knight protector to this princess in muslin." 

“But it surely isn’t with him that you intend to fight ? ’’ 

“I have just told you that 1 am not going to fight at all ; but, unfortun- 
ately, there is a real gentleman in the matter, a fellow who intervencil an 1 
defended this pretty pair. " 

“ What is the name of this Bon Quixote." 

“ His name is Monville, and he is said to be very rich — a hundred thou- 
sand francs a year, I believe. So you see ’tis a very serious matter." 

“ Monsieur de Monville ; but ‘Monville ’ is the name of your father'? 
estate ? ” 

“Yes, and my govenior is very much annoyed at it, for 1 believe l»c 
thought of calling himself ‘ Brossiii de MouviUo ’ one of these days." 

“ And you say that this Mon^dllc know's this mulatto, Fortoto ? " asketl 
Noriilet, visibly interested in this strange coincidence. 

“Ho knows him very well. He must employ him as a steward, or somo 
thing of that sort, or else he is in love with the girl himself." 

Noridet reflected for two or three miiuite.s. He rejoiced in the chaiiu 
which had so unexpectedly pieced him ujion Fortoto’s track, but he had no 
idea of any link that could bind his foster-brother to a rich gentleman. 
He had utterly forgotten wilcn and w'here he had hoard the name of 
Monville before. “Bo you know Monsieur de Monville's address?" ho 
asked, absently. 

“ Of course I do. He took care to write to me this morning, asking 
to let him know wiio my dfeconds were, and he did not omit giving his 
address ; so that t have no excuse for not replying, although he stays in a 
tpieer neighbourhood." 

“ What neighbourhood is it?" 

“ The Boulevard dTtalie ; do not confound it with the Boulevard des' 
Itiiliens." 

“ Isn’t it near the Barrie de Fontainebleau ? " 
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** Exactly. ' 

It is certainly strange that a rich man should live thereabouts/^ 

Oh, it seems that he has bought a palace of a place, with a park and all 
that sort of thing.*’ 

How old is he ? ” asked Noridet, who was thinking of Alcamo. 

“ Twenty-two, or five, I don’t know precisely ; but what I do know is 
that he would run me through like a lark on a kitchen -spit.” 

Noridet drew a long breath. He no longer feared that this !WonviJle was 
his formidable enemy, the count, under another name j. still, on the other 
))and, he was fully resolved to find out what connection existed betw'cou 
this individual anil» Fortoto, “My dear Alfred,” said he, gravely, “you 
cannot get out of lighting.*’ 

“ The deuce I cannot ! You talk about it as if it were the merest joke ! 
-in the first place, there were no blows exchanged. This gentUmau merely 
sjiid some unplea^^ant things to me, that was all \ ” 

“It was quite enough, and I declare to you that I cannot allow one of 
my friends, for yon are one<of my friends, to disgrace himself by refusing 
to* liglit. 1 think, indeed, that 1 should rather take the matter on my own 
shoulders.” • 

“ I shouldn’t prevent yon,” exclaimed Alfred, eagerly. 

“Unfortunately, it wouldn’t bo regular; but it you W'ill e.ntfrust your 
interests to me, I promise you that I will arrange matteis so that you shall 
have tlie best of it.” 

Ill spite of this tempting proposition, young Brossiu displayed no haste 
in replying. His brain did not hold many ideas, but it began w’orking 
on the strength of Noridet s change of tone. Jules’s pcrHistence in wishing 
to be his second after his first cuit refusal seemed veiy strange to Alfred, 
who came to the conclusion that his fashionable friend had some interest in 
mixing himeelt up in the matter, “(iood blood alw^ays shows itself,” and 
the banker’s son had cunning enough to try to turn this interest to account. 
“It would cei'tainly be a great honour to me,” said he, scratching his ft re- 
head, “but how' can I fight with Monsieur deMonville bciore 1 puy him ‘i ” 

“ Do you owe him any money then ? ” 

“ Of course 1 do ! He took up my bet on Vermilion, and I must begin 
by giving liirn thirty-five thousand francs. That is a high rice for the 
j)loaHnre of being run through the bodv.” 

Of course tlii-s was an absolute falsehood, as Alfred only ow^ed sixty louis 
to M. de Monville ; however, he did not cave ft>r that. I'he stroke was a 
good one, and better than he had thought, for Noridet was anxious not to 
lose the chance of talking to the man wdie knew Fortoto’s whereabouts. 
He w'ould even willingly have crossed sw'^ords with him himself, and he did 
not nund paying a few thousand francs for the discovery ho had made, so 
important did he consider it. He had, however, such utter contempt for 
M. llrossiii’s heir, that ho would have preferred sparing his purse w’Uilst 
serving him as second. 

“You have just given me a very good reason for hesitating, my dear 
Alfred^” he said, “and I am suliiciently yOur friend to help you under 
these circumstances.” *’• 

“ What ! would you consent to give me — to lend m^I mean, the thirty - 
five Itiousand francs ? ” cried Alfred, flushing with hope and pleasure. 

“With all my heart; but I haven’t got them here, and I must have 
time to raise the money, Hou^ever, there is a W'ay to arrange everything.” 

“ What is that ? ” 
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You must write to Monfeieor do Monville saying tluit yon pkco the 
matter in my bands. I will go to see him this very day, and iwill toll 
him that I am security for yovir bet,* and if he is a gentleman, as I believe, 
he won’t refuse to give you satisfaction.” 

This adroit plan would have fully suited Noridet, who only wished to find 
a pretext for visiting M. do Monville. Ho might thus hope to get out of 
the matter without disbursing a franc ; how’cver, his pvoposiu did not 
succeed, for Alfred had good reasons for not accepting it. 

No, no ! ” he exchiimed, “that would not suit, me at all. I am not so 
vary desirous of fighting this gentleman, if I cannot pay him to-day,” 
This coufoasion made Noridet make a grimace of disgust^ and young Brossin 
saw, that he had gone too far. “ Besides,” said he, “ how should I look in 
this millionairo’s eyes, if ho saw that I had to get some one to pay and 
stand security for nio? You know, my dear Jules, that this w’ould not be 
the correct thing at all.” 

Jules krifw it perfectly well, but he cared precious litllp about his 
friend’s reputation, .and he was now thinking of some new arninge- 
ment. He could not devise one, how^ever, and after a little I'eflcctionlie 
realised* that he must hand over the money. 

“After all,” thought he, “ Brossiii’n father will pay me hack one of these 
days, anal should be crazy to miss this chance of getting introduced to 
Monsieur do Monville, tlirough whom! shall certainly find Fortoto.” 

Alfred had again begun walking ui) and down the room, and altern.ite 
J 1 ope Hiid fear lent his face all the coloins of the rainbow. “Now that! 
tlimk of it,” saidNoridet, “it seems to me that I Jiave some money at hand 
wdth W'hich I meant to pay my upholsterer. I can put liim off for a few 
days. When do you think that you can really return mo the money ? ” 

“In a month or even three w'eeks,” .sputtered out young Brossin. De- 
light almost upset him, and he did not know w hat lie wms saying, for ho 
had not the least pro.spect of rcc(*iving any money with svhich he might re- 
fund the loan. 

“ Well, write a letter to introdiKJO mo to Monsieur de Monville,” said 
Noridet, pointing to an elegant desk. And at the same time, he went 
towards a little buhl cabinet which stood in one corner of the room, opesned 
It, and Alfred, w*ho wa« watching him stealthily, saw him draw from a 
portfolio a packet of bank-notes. 

“ I will give you a i-©coi[>t,” said yoiin^ Bro.«isin, breathing as loudly as a 
drowning man when rising to the surf.ace ot the water. m 

“In a moment. Write the lettei first.” 

Alfred immeiUately began to compose his missive. But he had not a 
fertile imagination, and he w^as still trying to think how he should begin 
when the doOr of the smoking-room opened and Noridet’s valet appeared. 

“ There is a man here who wishes to eec you, sir,” said the \^alct. 

“A man ! What man ? ” asked Noridet, in a suidy tone. 

“A man who has come to collect payment for a note of hand.” 

“ You must bo crazy. I do not owe any money on notes of hand. Turn 
the fellow out.” 

Alfred, who had* been listening, felt as though he were about to swoon. 

It is for thirty-i|&ve thousand francs, to the order of Monsieur Manager, 
and it is indorsed by Monsieur Jules Noridet,” called out a voice from the 
next room. 

, “ Ah ! this is too much ! ” said the masted of the house, striding towards 

the door with the intention of turning out the intruder who indulged in 
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such impertinent persistence. But He was prevented by young Brossin who, 
to hid titter amazement, darted like a stag into the ante^room. For young 
Brossin to take flight without waiting fgr the bank-notes which ho so greatly 
desired to possess, there must be some very serious reasons, but Novidet 
would have been glad to get rhl of him without handing him the money had 
the letter to M* do MonvilJe only been written. However, young Alfred had 
been in such a hurry that he had thrown down his pen, the one word 
being all that he had written. He had nnide but one plunge from the 
eiiiokiiig-room into the ante- chain her, and when Noridet went to look for 
him he only found the fellow who had cauHcd the disturbance, Jules was 
in a very tad humour for many reasons, so ho spoke very sharply to the 
intruder. “ What nave you come here for? said ho, looking at him frmn 
head to foot- 

Thc fellow's appearance was, it must be admitted, anything but attractive^ 
He was a little old man in a shabby black coat, a yellow waistcoat, covered 
with spots of grease, and a pair of trousers with frayed edges. This outfit 
was completed by a pair of p^itched boots, and a liat from w^hicH^ chemist 
miglit have extracted grease enough to feed two or three lanterns. The 
(n\uer of this disgusting heail-piecc held it respectfully in his hand, but, 
runiil the luxurious hangings ol the ante-room^ his presonce had the same 
efiect as a spot of mud on a Smyrna carpet. I presume that I have the 
honour of speaking to Monsieur .Jules Noridet,” said ho, without in the 
least losing (‘ountenaix’e. His expression was a coinbinatiou of luimility 
and impiidcnoe such as usually <liBtiiigui&hcs the face ot a lawyer's clerk. 

“ That is my name, ^^’’hat do you want with me ’’ said Norulct, 
roughly. 

‘‘ I am the beaivr, sir, of four little notca ol hand, in all thirty-five thou- 
‘■nml fiaiK's, which are due to-day, and I have called here for the 
:t mount.” 

“ Whiit absurd joke is all this? ” 

Ah 1 sir, I don't venture to joke when attending tO business. I am the 
fhird clerk of Monsieur Pigoche, Iniissier, and I have conic—” 

“ \ oil arc mistaken, or else you arc math 1 don’t sign notes of hand, 
iud for that reason I have nothing to do with huibsiers.” 

The signor not Iiaving paid this morning on presentation,” quietly 
lesiimed the old man, “iny employer gave me orders to call on the indorser 
before pioUiSting.” 

; “ And wluit has all this gibberish to do with me, I beg ? ” 

“ Sir, 1 liadfcie honour to tell your servant that your name is affixed to 
all four of the bills.” 

Noridot frowned. His anger has become mistrust, and he began to 
lealise that there was some mystery in the matter which it was important 
for liim to clear up. 

'‘Leave the room,” said ho to the servant, who was pretending to dust 
ihe chairs in order not to lose a word of this interesting colloquy, 

“Have you the notes with you?” asked Noridet, when ho. was alone 
vitli the. clerk. 

“Certainly, sir, certainly,” replied the possessor of ^li© greasy bat, 
.‘iking a well-worn note-case from his pocket. “I beg^f you to believe 
hat ] should not have taken the liberty to call here bad I not — ” 

“ Make haste ; I have no time to lose.” 

“Here, sir; here they are,” » 

The clerk theii exhibited the strips of stamped paper, and unfolded ^honi . 
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before Kori^et, who at once exclaimed : *‘But that is Motisioor Broissin^s 
signature. ” ' 

“Yes, air, certainly • but your name is on thp Ivaek,” said the uiau of 
the law, promptly turning the aiotes'over. 

Norhlet stared in amazement as on eaeli paper he saw his own natnO very 
neatly traced, with the Oourish which he Imd the habit of making below it. 
He made a gesture as if to seize hold of the notes ; but the clerk drew 
back with every show of respect, and withont letting go ‘of the precious 
autographs he contented himself wdth holding thij. notes in both hands 
wliile Noridet oxamined them at his case. 

“ I never indorsed these notes,*' said he, with a disdainful gesture. 

“ This is serious, very serious ! ” said thti old man. •' 

“1 don’t care how serious it is, 1 tell you tliat I never signed them.” 
“Then it is a ca.se of forgery,” said the bailiffs cleik, quietly replacing 
the notes in his pocket-book, 

“ T'don’t say that it isn’t/’ ^ 

“ And I know whiit wo have to dSPnow. This case isn’t the first one.” 

“ Which means — ” *• 

“Tlmt we shall go to the Imperial Prosecutor. ’ 

“ Go to him if you like j I do not hinder you.” 

“I shquld be obliged to yon, sir, it you would give me a written declar- 
atibn that you did not indorse these notes.” 

“I shall give you nothing whatever,” replied Noridet, firmly. 

“Very well, sir. We shall wwt till to-morrow at noon ; then we shall 
protest the notes, and I think that Monsieur Manager will at once enter a 
complaint at the public pro-secutor’s office.*’ 

“Monsieur Manager, did you sayV Who is Monsieur M<fuiager V ” s.iiil 
Koridot, struck by a sudden remembrance, 

“Monsieur Mehiager is the discounter to whom the notes weio handed. 
He lives in the Rue Vannoau, and if you would like to see liim, he is alwiiyis 
there from two to four in the afternoon.” 

Horidot had some ditliciilty in concealing hi.s surprise. He now began to 
understand the situation, for ho remembered the propositions made to him 
by young Brossin in Koveniber. “ The scamp forged the signature which 
I refused to give liiin,” thought he. “ It i.s a good thing to know this.” 

But although he had inmlc up his mind as to Alfred’s guilt, he knew 
nothing a.s to the lender of the money, and the mysteries of the house iii 
the Rue Vannoau returned to his mind. Before doing anything, he resolved 
to bo prudent. “ You will keep the notes till to morrow^ said he, in a 
milder tone. 

“Yes, sir, unless Monsieur Mcnager should be unwilling to W’ait to 
complain of the forgery.” 

“ He is ill Paris, then ? ” 

“ I think so, sir ; for it was by his express orders that my employer sent 
me here to-day. Usually, we only go to the indorsor after the protest,” 

“ Where does your employer live ? ” * 

“At No."] 15, Hue des Tournelles.” 

“ Very well. J-’cll him that I will call at his oflice to-morrow inbrning.” 
“As you please^, sir,” said the clerk, bowing. And he left tiro room 
with the stifl' and meliberate step of one of those wooden figures which walk 
out of a German clock when it strikes twelve. 

Norddet was glad to be rid of his luq'dca^ant visitor, and quickly retunred 
to his smoking-room to reflect upon the scone and its meaning. Chance 
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;had brought liim two precious indications ; but how could he unravel the 
tangled skein of coniphcations ? He began by grumbling at the disappear- 
ance of the little fool who had fled before writing the letter to M. de 
Monvillo. “All this would have co^ me thirty*tive thousand francs,” 
muttered Noridet, “ but at least I should have known what to think abnut 
this fellow who has sprouted up as suddenly as a mushroom in the world of 
fashion. Monvillo I who can he be, and why does he take sides with that 
rascally Fortoto? It is true that 1 hold that good-for-nothing Alfred, and 
I can do what I like with him now, by threatening to prosecute him. But 
where shall I And him? He is quite capable of tlirowing himself into tlte 
Seine. ” This supposition was hardly admissible, however, to those who 
knew the dandy’s cfharacter, and Noridet immediately added : “ Bah ! he 
is too great a coward to kill himself, and I am sure that he must have gone 
to bide, perhaps at his father's house, unless, indeed, he has gone to weep 
on the breast of that fool V^ergoncey.” 

However, Noridet’s ideas soon turned to a more interesting subject ‘than 
young Brossin, who, after all, could nlPtell him much of what* ho wished 
to find (*iit. To reach h^ortotO through his i)rotector, M. do Monville, such 
WHS the j^rograinmc of the new campaign which Jules now had to under- 
take. Alfred had told him but little, yet what he had said v, ould surely 
answer some pm pose. “Millionaires cannot be very numerou^ OU tho 
Boulevard dTtalie,” thoiight Newridet, “and, by inquiring in the neigh- 
bourhood, 1 should be very stupid if I didn’t discover the residence of this 
knight-ervaut.” 

The more he thought of this, the better the plan appeared to him, and 
ah lie was a man of decision, he resolved to start at once. The afternoon 
was passing away, and tho propitious moment approaching, for niglifc was 
the best time for reconiioitering, as Noridet w^cll knew. So lie dressed at 
once, told his servant that he should dine out, and went ofl'wdth the ikter- 
miuation of finding out what he wished to learn, even if he bad to introduce 
Idinsclf into M. de Monville’s lioiise on some pretence or other. He took 
tho precaution to place a pair of small revolvers in hia overcoat pockets, 
together with a tapciing dagger secreted near his pocket-book. With 
those weapons about him, and lifty louis in his waistcoat, ho felt prepared 
for any such emergencies as miglit present themselves. He. took a cab to 
the Fontfiiiiehlcaii gate of Baris, and then began to walk along the Boule- 
vard (ritalie. Niglit had already fallen, but after going some distance, he 
lU’seried at the foot of a slope a wall of moderattj height behind which there 
Ufio several oild trees. 'I'Jierc w\'is a park or garden beyond. 

“ Tliis must be the place,'’ he thought, hiirrying on. 

The garden was at the corner of the boulevard and a cross road. Tlio 
brick wall enclosing it seemed to have been recently built ; and facing the 
boulevai'd, there was a handsomely wrought iron gate. The trees iu the 
grounds, however, w^erc so dense that they almost entirely hid the house 
tium the gaze of curious passers-hy. Cypresses, larches, and cedars grew 
thickly together forming a miniature forest, above which the slate roof 
and ornamental weatlier- vanes of the anstocratic habitation were scarcely 
v isible. * The dark green trees so singularly chosen almost gave the grounds 
a funereal aspect, and Noridet could not understand wh;^ such a rich and 
elegant young man as this Monville was said to be,d!fhould voluntarily 
eloislcr himself in such a gloomy place. He even thought that he might 
lie mistaken as to this being his abode. However, he felt the gate* and 
hudhig that the bars W'ere already rusty, and that the look on inside 
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<Ud not appe&r to liave been recently used, for a clematis had grown ncroaa 
the ironwork insido) he came to the conclusion that there must be another 
entrance to the property, and this he began to seek. He turned the corner 
and followed the side street, which* the enclosure bordered for a consider- 
able distance. This street was still more lonely than the boulevanl, and 
it was merely lighted by a single lamp. After going a hundred yards or 
so, Noridet found himself liefore a low door, which must be often used, it 
seemed, fo • its brass handle and ornamental work were brightly polished ; 
however, it opened by some unseen internal means, for no keyhole or lock 
was visible. As it seemed improbable that there wap any other dot>r or gate 
facing the tanneries, and miserable shanties which overlooked the Bi6vre 
round the farther corner of the wall, Noridet decigled not to go any 
farther. 

Ho returned towards the boulevard musing, and bent upon finding some 
place where ho might obtain some information. People must gossip about 
a rich young fellow like M. de Monville, and perhaps he, Noridet, might 
find some If^quacSous cit in a ncighij||nring caf4. The rain was now threa- 
tening, and a high wind swept along the boulevard just os Noridet ©spied 
a hind of tavern bearing the sign : “ The Friend’s Meetiug-place—Coliee, 
Wines, Billiards.” 

Setting his face against the windows he saw, through a thick cloud of 
tobacco smoke, that there was a large room inside and several individuals 
seated at marble tables. He hesitated about entering such an mfetiov kind 
of place as this appeared to be, but the weather gave him an excellent ex- 
cuse for doing so, as the rain suddenly began to fall in torrents. He there- 
upon hastily entered, and found himself in presence of a little woman, 
stiU fresh, though middle-aged, and with a vciy animated face. At the 
first glance Noridet guessed that this queen of the counter was tidkative, 
and he inwardly rejoiced at the happy choice he had made. “What 
weathcjr l” said he, taking out his handkerchief to wipe his face. “The 
storm caught me at the top of the slope, and 1 thought that I should bo 
drowned before I got down here.” 

“ The fact is that it is a ba<l night,” said tlie landlady, mincingly ; “ but 
you can dry yourself here, sir, for a while. The storm will pass over to 
Cliarenton, as it always does, and in three-quarters of an hour it wdll he 
quite clear again.” 

“ Well,” said Noridet, “I’m glad of shelter, for I should liave to go a 
long distance to find a cab.” 

At the same time he inspected the idace, au<l saw that it jj'as only occu- 
jiied by half a dozen customers absorbed in playing cards. 

“The omnibus of the Maisoii Blanche is not far off,” resumed the land- 
lady ; “but perhaps you don’t care to take the omnibus, sir?” 

** Oh, yea, I do, when I’m obliged ; but I am not in any hurry. I came 
to this neighbourhood to see some one who was not at home, and I — ” 

“ I’ll venture to say that you went to call on Monsieur do Monville.” 

“ Do you know him?” exclaimed Noridet-, with more eagerness than was 
altogether prudent. 

“ Of course I do, ’ said the landlady, and then she modestly added : “ I 
mean that I havd often seen him go by in las tilbujy. Of course, he is 
altogether too stylifeh to find any pleasure in this neighbourhood,, although, 

, wiiljout boasting, I certainly have a fine class of customers ; but when tho 
wcatliei’ is fine we sluill have tables outside, and he may look in some day 
€aud order a glass of beer. 1 have.some capital beer if you will take any, sir.” 


T 
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** With pleaftnr<i/’ replied Noridefc, who only closifed to prolong his stay, 
and a>) 0 ve all, his conversation : 1 slionld also like something to eat if it 

is obtainable, for I hs>ven*t dined.” 

“ Not dined ? and it is so late ! ” 

“ Ah I it is Monsieur de Honvilio’s fault.” 

“ He invited you and then forgot about it, no doubt?” exclaimed the 
woman. ** Oh, those fops, they Ve all like that ! ” 

“ It isn’t that exactly,” Said Noridet, leaning hie elbows on the counter. 
‘ ‘ But 1 once knew a you^ man of the same name as his, who went to 
Mexico three yeara ago. One of my friends told me yesterday that a gentle- 
man calling himself Monsieur de Monville had come to live in a very hand- 
some house on the Boulevard d’ltalie, so I set out, rather late, to be sure, 
to try and find him, and I reached the Barrifere de Fontainebleau thinking 
tliat I could easily get his exact address there. Now, would you believe 
it, no one could give it to me? ” ^ 

“Oh, that isnT so surprising, foWt isn’t easy to got jnl0 the house, 
nlthough it may be easy enough to see it.” 

“Is it really that place, at the end of that largo garden with a 
gate?” 

“ Yes, at the corner of the Rue dn Champ de rAloucttc* TJiat is the 
place, but I’m sure that you could not find the proper entnince.” 

“ No ; I walked all along the wall without being siblc to find any bell ; I 
wanted to question the neighbours, but all the houses were closed.” 

“ Oh yes, evwybody round about shuts up at nigljtfall,” 

“ The end of it w^ns that I lost my time.” 

“ You might have looked for the entrance until to-morrow without find- 
ing it. It is a quarter of a league from here, in a little blind alley, and 
you would never believe it, but the fact is, this inillionairc has to cross the 
courtyard of a cow^-koeper to get in and out.” 

“ la it possible I ” exclaimed Norhiot, putting on an expression of utter 
aniaxeinent. 

“ It ia as I toll you, my dear sir,” said the little woman, who was begin- 
ning to feel quite at home wdtU him. 

The elegant Jide.s knew by experience that contradiction is the best way 
to make some people talk; so h« now resorted to this means and exchumed: 
“ I can’t Iwlieve that a man who lu>^ horses and a carriage of liis own can 
live Ijchiiid a stable.” 

“ Well, Monsienr do Monville is not like anybody else; in the first place 
he is very eccentric, and, besides, he perhaps has some good reasons for 
shutting himself up like that.” 

“ Dear me, does he make counterfeit money ? ” 

“ Oh, I don’t mean that ; but w hen a follow is tw'O-and-twenty, rich and 
handsome, he sometimes has treasures to hide,” said the woman with an 
emphasis that struck Norhlet. 

“ What 1 can he be jealously hiding some princess whom he has carried 
off from her family ? ” 

“I don’t know whether she is a princess or not, buj; there’s no denying 
thrtt she is protty,” replied the landlady with a prudiaM look. 

' “ Well, I begin to think that this gentlenuui isn’t* he Monville whom I 
once knew,” said Noridet, “ and I think that 1 might as well give up my 
search.” • 

This remark had no other aim than to lead the gossipy landlady on a 
little further, and it did not fail to take effect. “ Now I think of it,” she 
• ‘ VOL. II. 0 
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»aid all at onoo, ** you would perhaps like a slice of ham with your beer be- 
fore you go ! ’’ • 

“ The truth is,” said Noridet, hesitatingly, ** that the rain keeps on, and 
I shall he as wet as a duck ; still 1 am afraid of staying late in this part of 
the town, and — ” 

*^Oh, if that is all, sir, my husband will be home soon, and he will go 
and fetch a cab for you ; but, meantime, if yon will sit down at this table 
here, X shall be able to attend to you withoutieavtng my counter.^* 

I^is proposal was quite to Koridet’s taste, as he wished to obtain further 
information from the woman. “That will suit mo exactly,” said he in a 
lively tone, “for I am always hungry when I take exercise, and I actually 
fe4 faint j but I hope, my dear madame, that we shall keep up our little 
cliat^ for 1 don’t like to dine without talking.” 

“ You Will see how well we will manage it,” said the little woman, com- 
ing down from her perch behind the» counter ; and thereupon she pointed 
out to Noridet a kind of niche with a glass screen, which adjoined Iho 
counter, and held n table and a chair. “ That is where I seat my favourite 
ciistomera,” continued she, chatting away while she laid the clotli and 
brou|jbt a knife and fork ; “ that is to say the respectable people, for you 
see, m tlits part of Paris we arc obliged to receive all sorts of folks.” 

“These gentlemen appear to be everything that is desirable,” gravely 
said Noridet, looking at the card-players at the end of the room. 

“ Oh, those gentlemen arc trades-people near by, and they will soon go 
home to bed, but sometimes workmen who have been drinking come in, so 
you will be quieter in this little corner.” 

Noridet made no further objection, and began tackling the stale ham 
which his hostess had served him. He had been installed in the niche 
without being remarked by any of the card-players, and from his corner he 
could, by loaning forward a trifle, see everything that went on in the 
establishment. It boasted of a billiard-table, as was set forth on the sign, 
and there were some gray luarblo tables all round distinguishing it from 
the rough and ready taverns in the neighbourhood. Noridet coiigratulatetl 
himself more and more on his choice, and took care not to let the conversa- 
tion drop. “This ham is excellent, my dear madame,” said he, “and I 
never met with better beer ” — here he was obliged to conceal a grimace of 
disgust. ** If Monsieur de Monville does not come here to taste it, it 
merely shows that he is a simpleton. ” 

“ On, there’s no time lost, as he has only been a month in the neigh- 
bourhood,” answered the landlady, who had taken her seat at the counter 
again. 

“ Before he came to this place was there any one staying there ? ” 

“ No, sir ; Indeed no one could live there. Builders had been working 
at it since the beginning of the winter, and they had a fine job of it, I can 
tell 3 »ou. Everything was falling to pieces, and any one could walk right 
into the place, for it was as open as an old mill. So they had to build a 
new wall round the garden. But it seems that it is magnifleeut now, in- 
side. Whole cartloaas of furniture gilded all over were taken in,” 

“ Monville does j^jpt live there alone, then ? I begin to think that you 
are right in saying that Im has a lady-love shut up with him.” 

“ Alone! Oh no ! There is the young lady I spoke of, and who hardl.v 
Goes out ; 1 ha.ve not ^en her more than two or tliree times. Then there 
•& R gentleman who might be her father or the young man’s father, judging 
by his 1 ^” 
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‘‘You don’t mean to toll me that the people in the neiKhboiirliood, don’t 
know yet whether he is his father or not ? ” laughed Norid«t> 

** Well, I must tell you that they have no visitors whatever.” 

"But they have some servants surely, and seivants don’t usually keep 
their tongues in their pockets.” 

" Their servants are as mute as fish. Throe tall fellows, as tall and as 
stiff as drum- majors, and a fat cook who never opens her lips except whmi 
she goes marketing.” 

" The deuce she doesn’t ! Well, this is quite uncommoq, And I now sec 
why nobody knows anything about tliese people.” 

"Still the folks around know something of how they live^ For on the 
day before yesterday the butcher told me that there wotc several persons 
in the liouso, or else they wouldn’t buy such an amount of meat.” 

"Some of Monsieur dc Moiiville’s relations, most likely,” said Npridet, 
vith the carcdcss air which he had assumed from the beginning of the 
dialogue. f 

He had learnt that M. flo Moiivillc surrounded himself with a certain 
amount of mystery. There was nothing to 'show who or what ho really 
was, and Noridet was beginning to thiiik that bo would probably learn no 
more, when the woman exclaimed, " Ah ! I forgot to tell you th|rt there is 
a negro in the place.” 

" A negro,” exclaimed Noridet, guessing that she referred to Fortoto. 

" Yes, indeed, and I’ll tell you ail about him — ” 

Jules pricked his ears and prepared to listen attentively, but just then a 
quarrel arose between the card-players, and, in the midst of it a man 
hurriedly opened the door and burst into the place, hustling some of tluo 
players who had lisen to their feet. " Take care Ijow you walk J ” called 
out one of them, “ What are you bursting into a respectable place in that 
w^vy for ? ” 

"It isn’t my fault, I didn’t see where I was going.” 

" Why don’t you look, then ? ” 

I’licse remarks w'cre exchanged in a loud tone, and the landlady remoii* 
bli atcd by saying : " Gcntleineu ! gentleman J be quiet, pray ! ” 

The players, who were now ready to leave, followed her advice, and, 
settling their scores, walked towards the door. The newcomer’s shrill 
voice had, however, attracted Noridet’s attention. "Alfred Brossin ! ” he 
muttered to himself, as ho caught sight of the dandy’s profile, by peering 
tlirongli the window of the niche wlierc his table had been set. " I might 
have known it ! That animal has manners peculiar to himself ! ” 

It was, indeed, the baron’s presumptive heir, and his appearance was as 
strange as liis presence in such an out*of-the-w'ay establishment. Wet from 
head to foot, badly splashed with mud, his clothes in disorder, and his hat 
pushed back, he stood, shifting from one foot to the other, and rolling Ms 
eyes aboirt with a frightened look. "He is as tipsy as he can be; but 
wdiat the deuce can he liave come here for ? ” thought Noridet, who made 
a sign^ to the talkative landlady not to betray his wherealSouts. Being 
cpuck of perception she readily understood him, and tipped him a wink to 
that effect. " What shall I ssrv© you, sir ? ” she asked^oung Alfred, who 
replied in a tipsy voice ; "Whatever you like. Rum, kirsch, anything, so 
long as it is something to drink. ” 

"It seems to me that you havp been drinking something already,” said the 
landlady, taking up a decanter, while Alfred sank heavily into a chair 
Avith his back to Koridet’s hiding-place. " I have had a jolly dinner,” he 



08 


HIS GREAT REVENGE. 


oonfcssod, with a certain air of satisf.iction, “ but the x^eople who say tiiat 
a. fellow can drown his sorrow in wine are idiots.’* 

“ You have sorrows then, sir ? ” 

“ 1 should say that I had 1 ” 

This cxcliiination was iministakably sincere, but yoiing Brossin at once 
realised that he was very imprudent, for, striking the table on which the 
little woman had now set the decanter and a glass^ he added : '‘But my 
sorrows don't concern you. *’ 

** Keep them to yourself then.” 

Alfred met this tart re^dy with a drunken leer, Qiiid muttered iu a 
sueoriug tone ; ** She’s a stunner ! upon my word . Sim thinks that I’m 

gfdng to tell her my business I Still there’s really something striking 
about her ; she’s really quite stylish, tip-top, indeed ! ” 

This flattering remark did not prove a success, however, for the woman 
merely shrugged her shoiilders and remained scornfully silent. 

“ 1 say, iiiy beauty,” added Alfred, “is tkis«the Boulevard d’ltalie ? ” 

“ Of course it is. What tljen ? ” ‘ 

“ Tlicn Monsieur dc Monville’s house isn’t far from tin's little hole ? ” 

“ Dear me ! tliis seems to be the day for visitors to Monsieur de Mon- 
ville ! ” giddily exclaimed the landlady. 

On hearing this, Noridet raised his finger to his lip and his gesture was 
at once understood. 

“What do you say, my angel?” gasped Brossin between two hic- 
coughs. 

“ I said that the gentleman you mentioned often received visitors.” 

“ Well, he will have me as a visitor, for you see, I can come to a better 
understanding with him than that fool of a Jules—” Under any other 
circumstanoes, Noridet would have x)romptly chastised the speaker, hut ha 
was too much interested in listening not to keep quiet. “ He alw’ays want-* 
to have his own way, does Jules,” resumed young Alfred, “but Monvillc, 
now, is a real true nobleman. I feel sure that when I have told him all 
about my little matter it will all be set right— of course it will I ” 

Noridet, who had not lost a w'ord of this talk, vainly endeavoured to 
guess what project young Brossin meant to carry out. “ This is a queer 
street, anyhow,” continued Alfred. “I have been pottering about in 
the mud for an hour, and am no better off than I was at first. Never 
mind, though ! I had the luck to find your littlo boozing shop open, and if 
I hadn’t, I should have had to sleep in some ditch,” . 

“ Boozing shop ! ” repeated the landlady, “you call my house a boozing 
shop ? ” 

“ Don’t be angry, my princess,” said Alfred, swallowing a full glas.'i of 
spirits; “just show me my way, and I’ll be ofiT.” Thereupon he laid a 
gold coin on the counter, and at sight of the money the landlady grew 
calmer. 

The house thac you are looking for isn’t very easy to find, especially 
at this time of night,” she said with some embarrassment Noridet had 
just held up a cowplc of louis with which he evidently intended to reward 
lier for refusing to (direct Alfred, and she did not care to miss them. 

“ My husband hasn’t come home,” she added, “and I can’t leave roy 
place. Some one in the neighbourhood might, pcrhax)s, direct you.” 

“Some one in the neighbourhood, do |you say? Jlore wo are!” ex- 
claimed a husky voice at this moment ; for the door had just ox>ened to 
admit two suspicious-looking characters, of the kind always found roaming 
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a1>out th® outskirts of Paris. They were not alike,, however, for one Of 
them was tall, thin and bony, lookii>g like the ** skeleton men ’* shown, at 
fairs, while the other was snuat, knotty, and hairy, and might have rivalled 
with Arpin the wrestler, nicknamed the “terrible Savoyard ; ” however, both 
bore upon their degraded countenances the marks of the worst vices and de- 
bauchery. Such faces are not to be described ; but with each of them the 
main characteristic was a. pair of moustaches shaved to a level with the 
nostrils so as to form two iiirsiite commas above their pallid lips. 

These repulsive beiugs startled Noridet. In spite of the respectable 
appearance of tha “ Friends’ Meeting Place,’’ and tlie gracious manner of 
the dame at the counter, he began to fear that he had got into some sue* 
picious den, and would willingly have beaten a retreat. But in ord^r to 
leave, he must have passed in front of young Bro&sin, and, drunk ^9 the 
latter w^as, Noridet feared that he might reooguiso and acoost him. He 
thcrcForo continued to look on, and this was the easier as he opukl hear and 
sue everything without beisg seen himself. 

“ What’s up, my good woman? ” asked the tall, thin loafer, the one who 
had spoken as he came in. 

“ Why this gentleman is asking his way,” replied the mistress of the 
place with a prudish look. She thought that Norhlct would think ill of 
her chatting with such customers as these, and so slie was on her dignity. 

“Aha! a man of fashion !” exclaimed the squat man, stopping before 
the table where Alfred was emptying his decanter. 

“ What does he want ? ” asked tiie tall one, 

“I W'ant somebody to — ^to take me — to —to my friend Mouville’s,” 
atainmered young Brossin, who had reached the final limit of intoxication ; 
“ for he is my friend, as 1 am going to fight— a — a duel with him.” 

“Oh 1 you want to see that rich chap who stays at the corner of the 
Hue du Champ de I’Alouette ? ” said the tali fellow, suddenly changing 
his tone. 

“ Yes ; and I’ll— I’ll give you a louis if you’ll — take me — there.” 

“ Twenty bob ! as mucli as that, my prince? All right. But you must 
give us time to drain a glass,” resumed the scraggy man. “Come on, 
Madame Koubion, a glass of something stiff, and huiry up ! ” 

The little woman complied, drawing herself up with an offended air, and 
the two unmannerly brutes seated themselves in a corner where they 
talked togctlu*r in a low tone. Alfred, on his side, began to hum a tune, 
rocking himself to and fro with the automaton -like motion of an idiot ; 
while Noridet, blocked up in his corner, refiocted as to the next step to be 
taken. He had not the slightest doubt but wliat young Broscin had fallen 
into the hands of the worst kind of thieves ; still he did not consider him- 
self called upon to protect him. On the other hand, he wished to find 
out how Alfred would set about entering M. de Monville’s house ; and, 
moreover, he wanted to ascertain if the negro whom the landlady had 
spoken of were really Fortoto. Ho thought he might manage everything 
by letting the fop and his escort leave the estahlishmeut a little in advanooj 
and by following them a few minutes afterwards when ke bad obtained the 
information he desired from Madame Koubion. He reflected that Alfred 
and his escort would certainly be found near Monville’s residence. 

“ Whenever you please we’ll go,” suddenly said the tall thin man, rising 
and approaching young Brossifl. 

The latter rose with difficulty and went off, followed by the two’ 
scpundrels, wdm, os Noridet could see, glanced at one another in a manner^ 
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that awgured nothing pleasant for young Brossin. However, JTulcs kejpt 
still until the door had closed upon the party. "‘You see now, said the 
landlady, “I was quite right when 1 told you that Wo had to serve all 
kinds of customers in this place. ” 

“The fact is,” said Noridet, “that those gentlemen didn^t appear to 
amount to much.” 

At the same lime, he rose up and approached the counter, determined 
to obtain the inforination which he needed in the shortest possible tiiue. 
“Yes,” said he, “they wore rough-looking customers, and they broke in 
I’pon us just as we were having an interesting chat.” 

“Ah I yes,” replied the landlady, “1 was tolling yoif about that black 
fellow — ” 

However, it seemed fated that Noridet should never hear Madame 
Ixoubion’s story, for, at this moment, a rough voice was heard swearing 
tsavagcly, outside. 

“My husWand I ” exclaimed the woman in consternation. “ Pay me at 
once, sir, and go ; he is as jealous as a tiger, and I’m sure that be will pick 
a (juarrcl with me if he sees you here.” 

“Who would have thought of finding a jealous man here?” thought 
Noridet, who was very much vexed. 

“Three francs, sixty,” added the gossip, hurriedly, as tlic door o'pened. 

The tciKlor spouse, who had announced his advent with a volley of 
oaths, was a red-faced man with a corpulent figure. He w^orc a knitted 
waistcoat, and a green alpaca apron, the usual outfit of the Paris taveui- 
keeper, and waved in his loft hand a stout vine prop, with W'hich he appar- 
ently int.'iifled to caress the shoulders of his sensitive better half. His 
eyes rolled about in a most alarming manner, but Noridet was not easily 
Ij'ightened, and this ogre-like fellow did not terrify him at all ; however, 
ho saw to his great annoyance, that it would not be possible to prolong 
the conversation. Madame Roubion wa.9 looking at him in a way whmli 
jdainly signified; “Pray leave;” and there w’os no hope that .she 
would say another word. »So Noridet was obliged to make the best of it, 
that 13 to retire, and return some other day to obtain further inforination 
from the chatty little woman. IJesides, ho must follow Alfred and 
his dangerous escort. “ Please to give me iny change, madanie,” said he, 
with the utmost composure ; “it is still ruiniiig, and I do not wish to miss 
the last omuibiiB.” 

The landlady tremblingly obeyed, while her husband muttered ; “You 
iiinst have very little sense left you to keep the place open till this hour.” 

“ It is my fault,” said Noritlec in a pleasant tone ; “ I^v.is caught in the 
storm, and if your wife consented to serve me it was only because I per- 
sistently urged her to do eo, as she wanted to turn everybody out.” 

Madame Roubion gave Jules a grateful look for having taken her part, 
but the husband retorted : “All right. I didn’t ask you to say so mncln 
If I have the police after me for it she shall pay for it ; that’s all. And I 
know what I moan.” 

Noridet was grgatly tempted to chastise the fool for his insolence, and 
could have done so|had he cared about it, for he understood boxing ; liovv- 
evor, he repressed his angry wish, ftnd merely bowed politely to the little 
woman so as to wdn her over, as he wished to make her talk on some future 
occa.sion. “Thank you, madarac,” said hOi, and thereupoii he went out. 

The poor creature lacked the courage to reply to him, and he had not 
gone ^inrcc stc[)£> when he heard her husband shouting at her in a rage. 



IIXS GBEAT REVENGE. 


71 


hope that he won^t qnite boat her to death/' quietly said Noridct to 
Iiijuseff as he walked along. “Madasie Ronbion is a valuable acquaintance 
wlipn a fellow W'aiits to find out anything.” 

Tlie storm was over, but the niglit was very dark, and the lamps cast Imt 
a dim light around. Noridct looked about him. On his right, near the 
fdd Fontamebleau gate, a few lights glimmered afar off, with the lantciiis 
of. an omnibus. A dull buzz rose from the city, but near the tavern there 
was no sign of any human being. 

Noridet strongly suspected that the tall scraggy fellow and his squat 
companion intended to rob Baron Brosain’s heir, Imt this did not disturb 
him in the least ; however, they might, perhaps, really intend to take the 
young fool to M. de Monville’s house and in that case Noridet intended to 
make use of them as a sportsman would make use of a pointer, “ 1 have a 
pros^entiment that that fool Broasin will be of use to me, and heie, to- 
night,” he muttered as he walked on. ^ 

. The main thing now was t«> find out wliich way Alfred had gone. Ho had 
not been in n condition to walk fast, and it was possible that he had fallen 
to tJie ground. At all events, whether the rascals who had undertaken to 
guide him were doing so or not, it was clear tliat they must have gone 
down the boulevard, as Noridet w'as now doing. He reached tlic gate of 
M. do Monville’s grounds and saw no one ; but he now thought that lie de- 
tected a faint glimmer among the trees. Was this from a lighted window, 
or \vas it a lantern V It wais impossible to decide, and in order not to let 
Brossin get too far ahead of him with his two formidable comp.anions, ho 
Inirried on to the Rue du Champ do I’i^louette, which was now darker, 
quieter, and lonelier than before. “ The douce take it,” muttered Noridet, 
“ hoy have walked fa.ster than I thought they would, and yet they must 
have gone this w'ay, for if they had followed the boulevard, they would 
liave met that surly bear, w’ho came into the just after they went 
out. Konbion w'as certainly coming dow'ii from the Fontainebleau gate and 
he wouldn’t have passed the rascals wdthout grumbliu'g at them for staying 
RO late at his place. Had ho seen them he would have quarrelled with his 
wife on the plea that she had drunkards in the place at too late an hour.” 

Reasoning tliu.s, and not unwisely, Notidet hurried along, and he was 
not fill’ from the little side door in the w^all, when he heard tlie r.npid ruml>le 
of a vehicle. The sound came from the .side of the boulevard, and Noiidet’s 
quick car told him that it was not occasioned by a cab. It W’as too smooth 
and j'egular, and could only come from a well-built carriage drawn by good 
horses. 

Noridet instinctively crouched down in the sliadow of a penthouse 
stretching over a high stone wall in front of the little door, and. he 
had scarcely done so when the carriage turned the corner of the street, 
and drove up to within ten yards of his hiding-place. It was an elegant 
brougham, driven by a coachman in livery, and drawn by tw’o superb bays. 
It appefired certain that the ever-flitting Monville w’as now sJjout to show' 
liimseM. 

No one appeared, however, and Noridet at last cdncluded that t)ie 
brougham must be waiting for Monville to come out of ?iis house. Indeed, 
a slight noise now caught his ear, and seemed to proceed from a kind of 
shanty set against the wall of the grounds, beyond the door. It seemed 
as though some one were scraping the tiles of this ouihp;Use, or walking 
softly upon the roof. This noise sudtlenly ceased, howler ; but all at once 
Noridet heard a faint whistle from inside the ground®. , The coachman 
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coughed loudly, and the same time turned hie boraca, the brougham aweep- 
iug round so that it faced the bouleva|*d. “ Mon ville .mistrusts some one,” 
thought Koridet, '‘and does not wish that any passer-by should see a 
oaiTiage stopping before the little door. Ah I it opens at last ! ** 

At Mb moment a tall man appeared upon the threshold, threw a rapid 
glance around him, and, reassured, no doubt, by the silence and loneliness 
of the street, walked quickly to the carriage. iNnridet could not distin- 
guish his features, but his figure appeared to him too stalwart for that of a 
young man of twenty-two. However, thestranger climbed into the brougham* 
which immediately dashed away; and without losing , a moment Noridet 
bounded across the street towards the little door by Vhidh the person 
who seemed to be in so great a hurry had left the grounds. Strange to say, 
this door was still open, and surprised by this lucky chance, Noridet 
(juickly ran in and found himself in the grounds. He was still wondering 
liow it was that so careful a person as the man who had just driven ofi 
should leavd the door of so well guarded a house ajar, when, worked no 
doubt from a distance by means of a spring, it abruptly closed and shut 
Noridet in the grounds. He was caught in a trap as it were, and he began 
to regret his recklessness. He, who calculated every Step he took, had 
this time*yieldGd to a sudden rash impulse which might carry him much 
further tlian he wished, and compromise all his plans. He was not afraid 
in one sense of the word, but ho feared being forced to reveal his identity 
to the mysterious Monville. Whether he went boldly to the house, or was 
caught in the very act of spying, he would find it hard to explain his 
presence at such an hour in grounds surrounded by a high wall. People 
do not enter places by stealth when their intentions are avowable, and this 
adventure might end in the most commonplace and unpleasant manner, 
that is to say by an arrest. This prospect was anything but agrecalde, 
still Noridet tried to keep up his spirits. “ After all,” be said to himself, 

“ the W’orst that can happen to me will l)e to be taken to a station-house by 
some over /.ealous servant, dlhd I shall be let off when 1 give my name and 
address. I shall never be taken for a burglar, and if, on the contrary, I 
find this Monsieur de Monville here, I wul toll him the first story that 
comes into my head.” ^ 

Suddenly remembering, however, that Fortoto might be in the place, he 
slopped short. “He would denounce roc to his employer,” he muttered. 
“But no I he wouldn’t dare do so ! He has always had a certain liking 
for me, in spite of everything, and now tliat Alcamo ie dead, for good, who 
knows whether he wouldn’t be wiliiug to pass over to my side? The main 
tiling is to find out what he is doing in this strange place, if, indeed, he be 
there.” 

Having made sure that the weapons with which he had provided himself 
were ready for use in case of need, Noridet now began to look about him. 
He soon saw why it was that the house was invisible from the outside. 
The trees w^ire extremely dense and grew close to the walls of the strange 
structure, upon which Noridet presently lighted, after gliding captiously 
through the grousids. It was a miniature mediasyal castle, with a pepper 
castor turret at either end and c^val windows. It had but one upper 
storey and reminded one of the manor houses often seen on the Western 

I )art of France. It seemed, moreover, to be quite nninhabited, even uniii- 
labitable, for there was no stir and no lights, no panes of glass in the win- 
dows, and no closed door to prevent access to a vaulted hall which ran 
through the building. The strange sight completely disconcerted Noridet. 
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It seemed to him impossible that Moaville could really live in such a place 
as this, and he concluded that this eccentric nobleman must have some 
oilier abode than this place, which only seemed suited for bats and owls* 
The idea that there was no one inside urged him to Stroll round the feudal 
structure, and it seemed to him that the masonry was still quite fresh. 
‘‘Iseel” lie thoug^ht; “this young geutleinaii from the provinces likes 
‘modern Gothic,’ and so he is having a castle built with cross bars, peep- 
holes, turrets, and all that. While he is waiting for his battlements to be 
completed, he has probably located himself in the house of the former owner 
situated somewhere else in this park.** 

This oonjectnro^Was well founded, for scarcely had he passed the castle 
than he descried a long building, of simple appearance, built in the modern 
style. A lawn extended between the feudal pile and. this modest struc- 
ture W'hich had some of its windows lighted up. “It is evidently here 
that he lives,” thought Noridet, “ and now I must decide what I hoil best 
do next.” He leaned against the wall of the unfinished ehilieau and began 
fb refiect, still examining tfie frontage of the modem hous^ vHe soon saw 
lights moving about on the second floor, and, thereupon^ the thought of 
finding a ^tter post for observation occurred to him. By entering the 
feudal structure, and climbing to the top floor, he might be able to see wliat 
was going on in M. de Moiiville'a house, and perhaps even roo(>gnise the 
people inside. Fortoto might be there. Besides, such an ascent oirered 
other advantages. Noridet relied upon being able to find a point sufii- 
ciently elevated to enable him to overlook the whole park, and find a 
means of egress. Accordingly, he lost no time, but stole into the vestibule 
of the mediaeval castle. “Monville has wretched taste,*’ he muttered, as 
he glanced at the heavy structure. And, indeed, it seemed as thoiigli hn 
inUdligent man would have chosen a better style of architecture. It 
seemed as though this building, which as a castle was anything but a suc- 
cess, was the model of some old family mansion, i>erhaps the place where 
Monville’s ancestors had formerly lived in state. Noridet did not 
think of this, however, for he said to himselff “ A man who builds such a 
sponge-cake as this, must be a fool, and if we meet I 'km sure that I shall 
be able to make him believe anything that I may choose to tell liim.** 

With this comfor|ing thought, he went down the hall, and, in spite of the 
darkness, soon found a spiral staircase w hich led to the upper floor. He went 
up keeping close to the wall, and after climbing some forty steps, he came to 
a lauding of moderate width, which he began to examine. To his great sur- 
prise he now found a door. In a house open to all the winds of heaven, 
this was a fortunate discovery, and an unexpected one, but Noridet did not 
take time to wonder at it. He found that a key was in the lock, and so ho 
boldly opened the door, finding himself, to his amazement, on the threshold 
of a room lighted by a lamp suspended from the ceiling. A glance sufficed 
to take in the length and breadth of this apartment, which ho saw w as 
quite unoccupied. Accordingly he went in, and closed the door behind 
him. A first rapid glance shovred him a single window in the thick wall, 
a window the shutters of which were securely closed. Accordingly no one 
could see him from the modern house, nor could he on l^^s side see it. 

Noridet, with his heart beating fast, now began to explore this strange 
room, which alone, within this unfinished castle, seemed to be inhabited. 
The furniture comprised some chairs of antique form, cofi'ers in the stjdc of 
the sixteenth century, and an immense oaken table. Above the panels the 
w alls were covered with Cordova leather, and there were two full-length. 
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portraits facing one another. Koridet approached to examine them, and 
ills surprise was great indeed. One of these portraits represented a woman 
in court dress, such as was worn in the eighteen century, but it was not 
this presentment of a great lady of ‘the time of Louis XV. , which most 
struck our night prowler, it was the other portrait, that of a tali old man 
of lofty mien, dressed in a singular costume. He wore high bciots Of un- 
dressed^athcr, a green doublet with a broad white belt, in which a pair of 
pistols was thrust. His right hand rested upon the handle of^ a long hunt' 
mg knife, and there was a plumed hat upon bis head. The dress, in a 
word, was that of some leader of insurgents, and Noride t might well ha^ o 
beeji surprised to find this souvenir of the civil wars of France ; however, 
it was not this that astonished him in the picture. The features of the 
porsohago depicted recalled in the most striking ihapiier a face whicii 
he knew only too well. Except in years the face WM that of tho 
mysterious Count d’Alcamo. 

The night- prowler recoiled at sight of this speechless canvas^ as he would 
have recoiled at sigh# of the man whom he liad, so to speak# jbinee killed. 
He thought himself the dupe of some ilhision, hnd a^ea hin^self whetlv^r 
his nerves were not playing him a trick, by thus evoking a gloomy remem- 
brance, hut vainly did he scan the picture in every position, it always prct 
sciited th^ severe haughty features of his persecutor. It even Seemed to 
him that the eyes followed his owm, and the impression was greater than he 
cared to confess. “ After all,” he said to himself, when he had somewhat 
recovered his calmness, “this Lugos surely did not call himself Count 
il’Alcamo without having the right to do so. He really had ancestors of 
noble birth, it would seem. Hut why did his highly I’espcctablo father - 
for this seems to be that worthy gentleman — dress like a VendC‘en chief, 
and how is it that this picture hangs in the Gothic mansion of this man 
Monville ? ” 

Noridet now began to realise that some mysterious link must have bound 
tho owner of this abode to Andr^o Salazie’s mysterious guardian. This dis- 
covery greatly complicated the situation. There was now no hope of being 
able to approach M. de Monville in a friendly manner : this young noble- 
man must bo Alcamo’s successor in his work of vengeance, and so it be- 
came necessary to beat a speedy retreat. This room m well lighted in an 
unfinished building must have been prepared to receive w)me one, and at atiy 
moment Noridet might be caught like a rat in a trap. It was not an ea«y 
matter to find a way out of the grounds. Imt it was better to attempt to do 
ho than to remain here. Besides, Noridet had a feeling of indefinable ini- 
easiuesa whilst in x>i*ese;ice of the terrible portrait, and he longed to 
He therefore started down the stairs again, and five minutes later, lie 
reached the grounds without meeting anyone. 

The windows of the modern building were still lighted up, and it even 
Boemod as though there was some stir inside, for Noridet distinctly heard 
some doors being opened and closed. This was an additional motive fcy;i'c- 
treat, and he hastily plunged in among the trees. His idea was to return 
to the door by which he had been able to enter the grounds, for it oc<?urred 
to him that the person who had driven away in the brougham would pos- 
sibly return, and tTi9i.t as he came in, he, Noridet, might manage to slip out. 
He accordingly hid himself near a clump of lilacs and nut-trees, thick 
enough to hide his figure, and near enough to the door for him to rush out 
of the place at one bound. Once installed this shelter he kept extremely 
, quiet, accepting without wincing the prospect of waiting, perhaps for some 
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hourn. His position was not painful, inasmuch as the night was not a cold 
one, anti the rain had ceased falling ; still his reflections were far from en* 
livening. He regretted his imprndenco in entering the grounds, and 
wondered What could have become of young Brossin. ‘‘If I could only 
meet th\t tasoal Foi*toto,” he muttered at last, “ I should take the liveliest 
plcasure^n wringing liis neck.” 

J list as he uttered this savage wish, he thought that he heard a rwstling of 
branches at i short distance from his hiding-place. He listened attentiveljr, 
ainl after a ishort interval, he heard a more distinct sonnd, a thud— as ir 
home heavy body had fallen on the ground. Noridet now thought that 
some one liad entered the place by climbing over the wall ; but this seemed 
so unlikely that k& kept still till he could make sure whetlier he Kvas in the 
right. ^ He soon Knew what to think, for he heard the sigiiificatit words ; 

“ Tm over j hand me over the ‘ swell/ ” 

Tlio speaker tried to speak as low as possible, but he was so near 
to Nortdot that the latter did not lose a syllable. He now began to under- 
stand the liituation. A grumbling noise followed the^eall, and the sound of 
a fall was hoard, but this time it was much louder.. ‘^Thc deuce I ’’ 
said some due, “ J Wpk he’s stunned from falling too quick.” 

, “ ,Waifc a Mt,. j'ou to pick him up,” said some ono from the top of 

the wall. 

Then there was a- rustling of leaves, and almost immediately il trampling 
followed by a faint cry. Noridet now uudorstood everything. Tlie two 
tramps with whom Alfred Brossin had foolishly become acquainted, 
had just ushered lum into Mon.sieur de Mon ville’s grounds Ijy a route which 
he had certainly never expected to follow. This scaling of walls at night 
time strangely complicated matters, and Noridet foresaw the j^osaibillty of 
being mixed up in some story of robliory and murder. The idea of going to 
Alfred never occurred to him, for, although he could brave danger to rid 
himsolf of an enemy, he was not inclined to risk his life to save a fool who 
annoyed him. So he kept perfectly still and listened. “ Come, my little 
Icllow, give your paw to your friends, who are going to iutrodiuM) yon to the 
mister of the House,” said one of the scoundrels. 

‘■1 cannot,” murmured, Alfred in a tearful voice; “you see very well 
Hint I can’t walk.” 

“ It would be be^er to leave him and do the job without him,” said ono 
t)f the thieves ; “ it would take too long to drag him to the cellar.” 

“That’s a fact,” said the other ; “ he’s so full t>f liquor that he couldn’t 
Indp iis, and wo can carry off the bags ourselves.” 

“So we can ! and really I don’t know wiiy you brought tlui foo! here in- 
stc id of turning his pockets inside out and chucking him into a ditch beside 
I he l)oulovard.” 

“You are smart, eh? Don’t you twig my little game ? Suppose they 
catch us in the house, why then, his respectable relations will hand us some 
coin to prevent our speaking, and besides, they’ll hush up the whole 
matter ? ” 

“ I'hat’s true ; his people must be tip-toppers, for tlie ticker wc nipped is 
worth five hundred francs at tlie least.” 

“Yes, but that’s not everything. Come on, let’s lea'Vo him here and get 
alicad.” “ ' 

“ Are you sure of finding the cellar ? ” 

“ Didn’t I tell you that I had been working for three days in it and know 
how the lock acts.” • 
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Come on, then, fibain I Wait here, a bit, my boy,*^ said one of the meiv 
' to Alfred, “ well go ana see if Monsieur de Monville is at borne, and well 
0Om© back and let you know,’* 

Tbe unfortunate Alfred replied by a long groan. It was evident that be 
was too much intoxicated to stir. “ And just shut up/* added one of the 
riifitans, unless you want us to take the taste of bread out of yoUr mouth, 
for good I** Having given the baron’s paltry heir this last warning, the 
thieves crept softly away. 

Noridet had not lost a word of this edifying talk, and asked 

himself what would be the result of it. Just at this moiKiena iie^!heard a 
^ vehicle coming up the Hue du Champ de I’Alouette. - It was, no donbt, the 
brougham returning. Indeed the vehicle stopped shol^, the strsngewbistle 
again sounded amid the night, and almost immediately Koridet '^th inex- 
preiwlble satisfaction heard the spring, securing the door, move bfikelL > It 
did not take him a second to slip into the street, and sO dextersemdiy 4id 
he manage it, that the mysterious personage, who had in. tbs 

brougham, did not catch even a glimpse of him. In care 

to turn to the right, and was lost in the darkness before the 'strange who 
had alighted and was approaching on the left hand reao|ied die ddOr. 
The prowler, so miraculously delivered, decamped as faHae be, could, but be 
had not covered more than thirty yards, when two reports of we tons b^ke 
upon the stillness of the night. Ho J ho ! ** said htoridetf 'Wbkt if tbeSo 
knights of the road have rid me of J’ortoto, and Monville toot That would 
be strange, indeed ! ” * , 


XXV. 

On the very same day wliioh had proved so unlucky to M. Broseipy junior, 
whilst Jule.s Noridet was cousnlting tlie sorceress of Montmartre, M. 
Mornac’a residence in the Kue d’Assas presented a veiy animated sight. The 
Mornacs had in fact returned from Switzerland that morning, and there was 
a constant huiTying to and fro of busy servants, porters carrying trunks, and 
valets openiug window's and polishing furniture. Madame Mornaewas pre- 
siding over the arrangements w'ith her lusual spiiit, and trotted about from 
the drawing-room to the staircase as though she had grown twenty years 
younger, is ' time that her serene spouse had long since abandoned all 
household government to her, and that it w'as not an easy matter. The 
ex-notary*8 spacious abode would eacily have held a regiment, and his gar- 
den occupied ground enough to establish a mod cl farm thereon. There w^as 
no resemblance, however, between M. Moimac’s retreat, and the gloomy 
abode selected by M. do Monville, for all w'as fresh, bright, and lively — 
flowerbeds studded with roses, lawns carefully rolled, limpid ornamental 
water jjeoplcd with gold lish, and a marvellous conservatory full of tropical 
flowers. As for the bouse, reached by a sandy courtyard, it might be con- 
sidered a flnisbed specimen of modern arcliitc'cture, that is to say, it com- 
bined elegance w'itn comfort. There was nothing mysterious about the 
entrance, and the Irambjest people in the neighbourhood had access to the 
place, for M. MornaJ w'as always ready to give advice, and his wife to be- 
stow alms. It must be added that the cx -notary had established his con- 
sulting office in the conaerx'atory. He said he had suflered so much for 
twenty years from the smell of mouldy docuiticnts that be deserved oompen- 
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gatioii for it, and he declined to say another word on any legal a^iffcers save 
ia the midst of fragrant heliotropes. 

That day, whilst Madame Momao was busy with her servants, the 
worthy man was already giving a consultation at the foot of a splendid 
orange-tree, being with his farmer from La Beaudoni£»re, the estate in Kor- 
mandy, where he had not returned since his eventful stay in November. 
Old I>augu4 liad just set a big bag between two pots of geraniums, , and had 
put into his pocket a receipt whi^ M. Mornac had signed on the bottom of 
a watering-pot 

“ Now d'ye kpow^ sir,” said the peasant, it's not to ^complunenif you, 
but, always when 1 get a sight of you, and 1 didn't think thei^t I 
should «ee yon tosdoy, for the mayor at homo said tliat you were traveling 
abroad,” 

** we have been m Switzerland, hut we made up our minds >0 come 
back after a dreadful accident in which my wife and Mademoiselle Andri^e 
so nearly lost ‘yaelr lives. ” 4. 

That must bo a bad sort of country,” said the pld Norman, gravely, 

and the ladies would do better to take a trip to Biville.’’ •. 

** But it seems to me, BauginS, that your coast is a pretiy bad place, too. 
Last year, wii^iout that poor young man who turned out so badly, and 
whom,yoh called Jack of the Cliffs— But, by the bye, have tl^ 
old shanty at the Black Rook yet ? ” • 

Why, sir, haven’t you heard the story about it ? ” 

“ What story ? ” 

“ Why, it’s the only thing talked about in the district.” 

“Well, no one knows anything about it here,” said M, Mornac, smiling, 
“ and I should like to hear what it is. ” * 

“ Well, you’ll laugh, that’s all ; for it’s as surprising as the tale of 
‘ Little Tom Th umb. 

“ Tell mo all about it Daugii6, tell me all about it.” 

Tlie farmer had just opened his mouth to begin his story when Andr^e 
appeared at the door of the conservatory. Her charming face still bore 
traces of the fatigue and emotion of her short and terrible trip on the J::Uimc ; 
hut, from the smile that played upon her lips and the brilliancy of her large 
black eyes, it was easy to see that she was glad to gaze again at this retreat 
full of flowers, where she had already spent many happy hours. 

“ Good morning, iny dear child,” said M. Mornac, kissing her upon the 
forehead ; “ how did you sloop ? and how is your dear godmother ? ” 

“ Better, a hundred times Ixitter than in the chalet. Ah ! if you only 
knew how glad I am to be back here again ! ” 

“ The fact is,” said the notary, with a glance of satisfaction at his horti- 
cultural treasures, “ the fact is, there are no such azaleas as those at 
8chaff hausen,” 

“ You are busy, I see,” now said Andr^ ; “ so I will run back to Madame 
Mornac; there is enough for both of us to do to arrange godmother’s 
room.” 

“ Bah ! she knows very well how to manage everything Ji>y herself, and 
it seems as though I had not seen you for an age. Sit down there, my 
dear Andr4e, and listen to the great nows that Baugue lias brought us 
from La Beaudoni^re, and BiviUe, and tJfe Black Rock. It seems 
that it is something ‘highly sensational,’ as they say about plays now-a- 
days.” 

M, Homac laughed at hiif own allusion to the style in vogue on the 
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Boulevard dn Crime, and was too busy bringing forward a chair for Andr«5o 
to observe that she bad grown very pale. 

Well then, monsieur and mademoiselle,*’ began Bangui ‘'you know 
that the legal chaps seiined the little bit of ground that remained to Jack of 
the Cliffs, and the house along with it, if you can call it a house, ou account 
of the lad taking to his heels and going off, and there being more tlian 
twenty charges against him for poaching, and trespassing, and so on ; and it 
had ail led to such a lot of costs, that it seems the lawyers had made a pile 
of money.” 

“ Yes, yes,” said the notary, ‘'my agent at Bieppe wTote mo about it. 
iSeizure, posters, sale, and all that. If poor Jack should come to life again 
hr would find he had nothing left but his eyes to cry withr” 

“ There’s no clanger of his returning now, for, even if he isn’t dead, he 
\>on!d find the place taken.” 

“ Explain yourself more clearly, my friend, and pray proceed, for I am 
very miieh interested.” 

The farmer perceived that his story was awnkening attention, for Androe 
came gradually nearer, and listened wdth the liveliest interest. “1 must 
toll yon,” he resumed, “that last week, just before the clay of the sale, an 
old gentleman dressed in line broadcloth, witli a gold-headed cane, and a 
very respectable air, came to the mayor’s, at Biville, in a fine carriage, and 
in fact eveVybody ran to their doors to see the two postilions, oiul the 
mayor ihougnt it must be the new prefect.” 

“But wdiat has this rich gentleman to do with Jack of the Cliffs ? ” 

“Oh ! that’s the fun of the thing,” resumed P6rc BauguC*, who wished 
to make the most of ||.ll his “]^ints.” “ It seoms that the fine gentleman 

•was the agent for the owner of the Black Rock, and came to pay all the ex- 
penses, so that nothing should be sold.” 

“ What ! what ! Jack of the Cliffs with an agent, and money to pay his 
debts ? ” said the notary, in amazement. 

“ No ! no ! not he ; the other one ; the real Monville.” 

“ Baugu<S, I don’t understand what you mean.” 

“T couldn’t make it out, either, till the notary there explained it all to 
us. It seems the agent showed the mayor papers proving that his iTiaster 
was the only heir of the Moiivilles that used to live in our parts before the 
Itc volution, you know? ” 

“But I thought that Jack really descended from that old family. Bidn’t 
you just toll me, at La BcaiKlonioie, that father and his gran dfatherai sod 
to live at the Black Rock, and that no one had ever disputed tlunr right to 
tho property there ? ” 

“ Oh, yes, that’s eo 1 But it W’orld now seem as if Jack were only some 
little vagabond that the last Monville picked up, somewhere or other; for 
the new one, the one who has just arrived in JbVance, has all the papers he 
rc(jnirc8 to show' that he was the son of the man who is dead, you know'.” 

“Tlien, this unfortunate lad w'as only an imposter? I cannot believe 
it.” 

“ And I declare it to be false,” said Andr6e, in a firm tone. 

“Why, good Jioavens ! inademoisello, we all know that Jack whs n 
good-hcartod follow',*' all the same, and not afraid to risk his life for other 
j)eople.’’ 

“Yes, he saved two persons wdio are dear to mo,” said M. Mornac. 
“ But what does Valensole say about all this ? ” he added, after a moment’s 
pause, 
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“ Well, he says that when people are poachers they begin breach ot 
the laws, and end at— Cayenuc.” 

Andree ca«it down her eyes oH hearing this. 

“ Valensole seems to me to be rather too severe,** said M; Mornac. 
“ After Jean’s flight there was nothing whatever to show that the terrible 
charge against him was true, and I stifl persist in believing him innocent,” 

“Thank you, sir,” said tlic young girl in a low tone, pressing her old 
friend's hand. 

“ I am only afraid that the j)oor young follow will never be able to retuin 
to France again,” added the notary, not without a motive. 

“ Tlicy say in our part tiiat the new lord of Moriville is going to have 
the Black Hook built again, and in grand style, if you please ; and they 
say that Baron Brossin will be as mad as fire at no longer having the hand 
Bomest chateau in our part.” 

“ Then, the new-comer is very rich, it seems ? ” 

“ He must bo, for tlie notary swore that ho know him to have more than 
a hundred thousaiul francs’ ineonic, and ready money to boot --so as to buy 
the forest of Monville, and a lot of land along with it. Jt ^ccins he musl 
have found a mino over there, over in America, in what tltvy Ciill California, 
you know ? ” 

“It may be so, after all,” muttered M. Mornac. “But no one in the 
country has seen this great millionaire j’^et ?” • 

“ Oh, no ! he’s not such a fool as to show him yut awhile. He’s iu Paris, 
wheio he’s having a good time of it, till the Black Hock place is ready to 
receive Jiiin. All tlio same, if he w'ould sta}^ there a uioiith every year, it 
W’ould help the people of Biville along ever so niuclj.” 

Tlio notary at that moment was thinking of anything but the future 
pi'osperity of the environs of Dieppe. He remembered tljat M. Franchard, 
Ins successor, liad told him just before his departure for Switzci’land that a 
very rich client liad been sent to him w’ho boretlie name of Monville, and 
ho hazarded to all kimls of conjcetuios ns to these strange coincidences. 
“Thank you for your information, Daugiu'*,” ho said at last. “Next 
Bii miner we shall talk all tin's over at Biville, and perhai)s we shall have a 
chanco of meeting the fortunate ow'iicr of the Black iiock.” 

“ All ! ’’ said Aiidrce at this moment, “I remember that Miulamo Mornac 
wants me to li.ing up the water-colour pictures that 1 brought from Switzer- 
liiid, iu godmother’s room,” and thereupon, rising up, she vanished like a* 
bird, 

“ I must have hurt her fcielings again,” thought the good notary, “still 
1 cannot encourage her liking for Jack of the ClilFs. ” 

Daugu^, delighted at the success of liis story, w’as turning and twisting 
his liat in his hands before taking leave. Just at thii^ moment a servant 
entered the conservatory with a card whicJi he handccr'to his master, for 
^ladaine Mornac had forbidden her dependunts to deliver cards upon a silver 
.sal\ or, as customary among the ari.stocracy. “The gentleman asked if you 
would receive him, sir,” said the servant. 

“ Tills is Btrange I ” said M. Mornac, after reading the visitor’s name on 
thc'c.ird. 

“ Well, good day, sir, and all present, I’m off,” said tjio farmer, including 
the mau-servant in his collective politeness as ho l)owed himself out, 

“Good-bye and good luck to you, Daugii<5,” called out M. Mornac, 
who was now puzzling his brains over the card. 

Tile old peasant went off qtuetly, like a true Norman, and the notary, as 
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aom h« vanished amou^ the trees in the garden, turned to Uk servant 
and said ; Show the gentleman into the drawing-room.” 

** Ob, how can I, sir? They arc waxing the floor.” 

** Take him to my pi’ivate room, then.” 

“ But, Madame Momac is there, arranging the papers.” 

**Xhe deuce fly away with zealous women!” grumbled M. Mornac, 
Tiien, after scratching his forehead a moment, he added: Bring him 
here ; ho woidt miiM cnatting among the flowers.” 

Tli^ servant thereupon went off, and his master again read the name 
written upon the card. “I really must be dreaming,” muttered be. 
“ Count d^Alcamo 1— that was certainly tlie name of the foreigner who dis- 
appeared one line night from Baron Brossin’s chateau, and whom Jean was 
a ;cui!>ed of having murdered. It is written that I shall always be followed 
about by this story ; but, after all, I shall l>e glad to have a chance to 
talk plainly to this Italian nobleman, who took it upon himself tp present 
Andr6c*"with twenty-fno thousand francs a year, if, indeed, this be he, 
for--” 

At this moment, M. Mornac 's solilocpiy wa.s ilitorn iipted by the voice of 
the servant, who ushered the visitor into tlie green- house with the same 
gravity as though he were bringing him into a drawing-room. The per- 
sonage, ■whose aristocratic name w*as thus annuunced, came in with perfect 
ease, and looked so distinguished that the notary was, at first, somewhat 
taken by surprise, “ Pray, sir,” courteously said the foreigner, pray to 
excuse me for introducing myself. I ought to have written to you, of 
course, to ask you w'hcn and where you would bo kind enough to receive 
me ; but I %vaa very anxious to inquire after tlie health of Madame de 
Mathis and Mademoiselle Aiidr6e.” 

** The ladies are very mm‘Ii obliged to you, I’m sure,” stainmcrwd the 
notary, who, although lie dimly remembered having seen the stranger 
before, could not get over his surprise at hearing him speak with as much 
interest of the Mathis family as though he had been an old and intimate 
friend. “They are as well as could be hoped for,” he added, “after all 
the fatigue of their journey ; but may I ask you why you do us the 
honour^-” 

“ True,” interrupted the foreigner, “ you rtuniud me that I ought to have 
begun by explaining my visit inore clearly to you. A word will sutlicc to 
make you understand my anxiety. I have come here to resume the conver- 
fliitiori which I had with you at the door of your cottage at Sohaflhansen, 
on the evening of that terrible day when two persons who are dear to both 
of us BO nearly perished.” 

“What ! was that you, sir?” exclaimed M. Mornac. 

“ It was ; and believe mo, only grave and unforeseen incidents prevented 
me from returning on the morrow to assure you of my interest in thorn, 
and, allow me to use the word, my protection.” 

“ But we heard that a foreigner — at least, so it was said at Schaflliansen — 
had perished in the same fire in which the strange gentleman wlio rescued 
my wife and Andr6e was lost, and I feared — ” 

“That I had shared his fate? No, I am safe and sound, as you see, 
although, last year* it was supposed that I had fallen victim to a crime 
which was a purely imaginary one,” 

“ For which a poor lad, who was quite innocent, was arrested,” exclaimed 
the worthy notary. “ I am only too glad, ,sir, to have tlie ocular demon- 
stration 01 your existence, and to thank you for giving mo an opportunity 
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tor a aonous conversation with you, such as I iiavo been wishing for, I Riay 
say, during fully six months.” 

M. Mornac had gradually recovered his coolness, and was looking at the 
stranger with, the calm and sagacioiia eye of a magistrate. 

“It isn’t my fault that our interview did not take place sooner,” replied 
the count ; “and if you will do mo the honour to listen to me, I muU reply 
beforehand to all the questions which you might be inclined to ask,” 

“ Speak, sir,” was the notaiy’s answer. 

“Ifoii are aware,” said Alcamo, “that a few days after the frightful 
event which deprived Mademoiselle Andr4e Salaaie of her guardian and of 
her betrothed, 1 called at the chateau at Ohovreuse. ” 

“ I am aware of that, and it is about what passed between you and onr 
dear girl that I wish to speak to you.” 

“ Well, this is what I desire to explain. Whcu I asked to see Made- 
moiselle Andrde in tlie presence of h<*r godmother, I came to fulfil a sacred 
mission, in fact, to carry out her tatlicr’s wislnjs.” y 

“ But we have always supposed that her father wras lost at«ea,” 

“ But Monslenr de Matms never had positivo proof of that, and I am 
able to prove that Captain Albert still lives, lie was called by that namo 
on the isle of Bourbon, though his real name was one of the oldest in France, 
and one that Mademoiselle Andri^e need not blush to bear.” , 

“ Then, why prolong the false position of a poor girl, if, indeed, you can 
prove that her father is still alive? ” 

“ Her false positica will not last much longer.” 

“ Hum,”^ said the notary, growing animaf jd, “ you gave Audr^e a state 
bond entitling her to a large ihconie ? ” 

“Yes. Her father confided to me, and she need not hesitate to accept 
it.” 

The money is untouched, and will remain so ; in fact, she will prefer to 
return it to you unless her father shows himsoif. Where is he ? What is 
he doing? Why does he only communicate tluongli an agent, like yourself? 
I say this without disrespect to you, personally, but ii I had the happiness 
to possess a daughter, I would travel from Cliina merely for the sake of 
embracing her,” exclaimed M. Mornac, and wdU such earnestness did he 
raise his arms as if to ajipeal to Heaven that he nearly knocked down sonio 
of the magnificent orchids hanging from the glass roof of the conservatory, 

“ In another month Andr6e will no longer need to call herself an 
orphan. ” 

“ You mean to say that the person who calls himself her father will then 
appear ? I would remark that I do not believe much in what is called 
* the voice of the blood,* and tliat I shouhl advise Andr^e to be very care- 
ful as to what she believes in that respect.” 

“ She will be free to do as she pleases, sir, and she will receive her father 
with open arms.” 

“ You forget that she was too young to have even the faintest recollec- 
tion of his features ; you forget that there is no longer any one living who 
remembers Captain Albert.” 

“ I beg your pardon, there is one person, a woman, \^hose. testimony you 
would not refuse, Madame de Mathis, who saw Andr4e when an infant, 
who knew and loved her mother, and who has not forgotten the man whom 
Jeanne Salazie chose for her husband.” 

“Jeanne I that was indeed,the name of Andr^e’s mother ” said M, Mor- 
nao, somewhat shaken in las incredulity. But he added almost immedi; 
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atoly : “ Unfortunately, Madame do Muthifii haa lost the power of apeeca 
and of motion*” 

“ Powerlul emotion might restore it.” 

“ That is true ! The doctors have always said so,” exclaimed M. Mornac, 
forgetting his mistrust in the thought of his old friend’s possible recovoy. 
“ Un the day of tho accident in {Switzerland, when the boat was cariied 
away by the current, she was at the window, and tho German servant who 
took care of her said that she waved her hands iind articulated a few words, 
but, alas ! when 1 saw her afterwards she was worse, in fact her fright 
brought on au attack which was mainly the cause of our determination to 
return to Paris. ” 

Ab M. Mornac finished speaking, he saw that tho count’s eyes was full 
of tcAis, which proof of kind feeling favourably impressed him. The good 
man had, iu the practice of his profession, learnt to hate romance and my- 
sLery. he Wf.s but little disposed to believe iu the strange promises of 
resuiTC<*tion made by Alcamo, and yet he felt drawn towards this stranger 
who show^id such a genuine alTection for Aiulrce and Madame de Mathis. 
)5y dint of turning the odd affair over in his owb mind, lie ended by admit- 
ting that all he had to do was to wait and see w'hat time wouhl, bring forth, 
aiul it seemed to him idle to wound the feelings of a wclbbrctl, and, to all 
appearance, wolbintcntioned man. “Well, count,” said he, with nunglcd 
politeness fiiul dignity, “you will, surely, not blame me for being careful wlicn 
the fate of a young girl whom I love as though she were my own daiightiu- 
is concerned? I feel highly honoured by jouryisit, and I trust that it 
will not be the last. ” 

“Thanks for your confidence. - You will not find it misplaced,” said 
Alcamo. “I assure you that before a mouth has gone by, Miulcmoiselio 
Audrde will have her father with her, and Mill bear her own name, and 
possess her own fortune. I ask but one favour until then. It is to allow 
tiie son of my most kilimate fiieiid, a jmung man wlioin AndrCe’s father 
loves as I do, to visit here.” 

Mornac’s face expressed great embarrassment, “ I should be do- 
liglited to do anything that w'ould be agreeable to you,” said he, with some 
hesitation, “ but a young man whom we don’t know, and that u hilo w'e ai e 
iu mourning for a friend 

“ Bo quite easy on that score,” interrupted tbe count, “ he will be intro- 
duced to you by Monsieur Franchard, your successor, who has charge of 
part of his property, and who can tell you all about him. ” 

“ What is his name, pray ? ” 

“ The name of rny young friend is Jean de Monville.” 

A stilled cry came freftn behind Count d’Alcanio, w^ho quickly turned. 
Andrdc’s pale face appeared amidst the flowei-s at the entrance of the con- 
servatory, and the count rose, trembling with emotion. Ho made a visible 
effort to remain calm, but joy got tho better of Ids will, for ho opened Jus 
arms, and Andree foil upon Ids brea.st. For a few seconds nolhing wa:) 
heard but sobs and exclamations. “ You 1 ” repeated Audr(^*e ; “ is it you 
whom I again Jicljoid ? Oh 1 how I have wept lor you ! ” 

Alcamo was Filciit because he lacked the strength to speak, indeed itw'as 
easy to see that he was overcome 'with joy. M. Mornac, the sole witnesH 
of this scene, was perfectly stupefied at seeing a stranger press Andr^o to 
his heart, and be^fan to think that she liad lost her senses. In spite of licr 
^creole birth, the' young girl w'as not of a demonstrative nature, and the 
' worthy notary had good reason to be astonished at this uulooked for ugita- 
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• >• 
lion. The count was the first to recover his self-possession. **Fosrglve 
me,” said lie to M. Mornac, “ for not being able to resist the first impulse 
of my heart. The daughter of— of my friend is as dcjvr to me as though 
fcho were my o’wn, and my feeling vi^as but natural.” 

Yes — certainly — certainly — do not deny that,” replied the woithy 
man ; but you will admit, sir, that propriety — ” And here he paused to 
^vhispcrm Andr^e’s ear: My dear child, I doubt whether your god- 
mother would approve ofjall this.” 

“ 1 am sure that she would be as happy as I am,” said the young girl so 
eaimestly that M. Mornac’s scruples were overcome. 

“ Shall we go to see her togetli^ r ? ” said lie. 

** Godanother owes her life to you,” said Andi‘«^e to the count ; “ it was 
Providence that brought you to Ohevreuse on the night of that dreadful 
accident at the chteau.? 

“What! is this gentleman the foreign physician t\ho saved her?” ex- 
claimed M. Mornac. “My wife forgot to tell me that.” ^ 

“ I am not a pliysioian , ” said Alcamo, ** but I wQultl to hi^v&i that I 
could have rescued all u lio ^icnj*lied then.” 

“ Kxcuso me, ^r, but 1 was in Switzerland when poor J^Pithis died — but 
now that I know tlie trutli, pray believe that 1 ha \'0 every confidence in 
you. Our house will always be open to you and to your yoiyig friend, 
Monsieur Jean de Monvillc.” 

“ 1 thought that I was right,” murmured the young girl, leaning against 
a chair to support herself, so great was her emotion. ** Who is the person 
iK'iiring this name, Monville?” she asked, trembling. 

“ You will see him, Andrec,” replied the count, looking tenderly at her. 

There was a moment’s silence. M. Mornac had alieady begun to reflect 
tliat the rich young man so highly recommended by M. Kranehard might 
be a gpod match for his adopted daughter, and lie no longer thought of 
o]»posing the stranger’s view's, 

‘•Mademoiselle,” resumed Alcamo, who had succct'ded in becoming 
somewhat more formal in his manner, “ I tohl yon long ago to summon 
mo if e^'er a danger threatened you. T shall now be near yon to w'atch 
over yon constantly. To morrow I will bring Monsieur de Monville to sec 
Miulamo Mornac, I hope.” 

“ What arc you saying ? ” ejaculated tlie notary’s impetuous wife at that 
moment as she abruptly entered the conservatory ; and then suddenly re- 
e-ognising Alcamo, she added : “ Ciood heavens ! I’m not mistakeit. it’s 
you again ! Are you going to appear and vanisli, just as you did at CJicv- 
rense and in Noi niandy ! Look how frightened Andr6e is ! ns pale as 
death I It's all very well for you to be her father’s friend, bub w liat a 
Ktninge way you have of acting ; and who is this Jean do Monville. y(ui 
speak of? It makes my brain whirl, all this, I can tell you. I shall soon 
lose my senses.” 

“ Madame — ” began the count. 

“ Oh I I know, it’s all very well ; but yon curdle the blood in my veins, 
dying and coming to life again, and all that ! It was sai<l tliat the lad from 
tlic clitTs killed you, and now you come to life once inori\ and want to bring 
him here.” * 

“ This gentleman came to ask after Aiidrt^c at Schaffhausen on the night 
of tlie accident on the Rhine,” said the notary, as soon as he could get in a 
W'ord. 

“()h ! was it really you?” cried Niadamo Mornac, suddenly changing^ 
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tone. ** Why, then it must have been yott Who went to €nd onr t^mtr 
In the hut of that fisherman Fritz; the coachman tolfi ne so—the man.li^o 
drove yon. But you (ought to be dead again, if it was really you J THji^t 
was a dreadful fire 1 How did you escape ? We heard that you tried to 
^ye the man who rescued us, while he was being dr0\rasd in th^ 
ai^ter the fire* Oh 1 how 1 should have liked to have him aga^ ahu 
rewarded him I ’* 'v' ^ 

1 did all that I could to save him,” said the count with . *?l6Sut 

he hurt himself in leaping into the Khiue to escape from iiahum; , I held 
him up for nearly ten minutes trying to reach the bank ; hut tlip'thiTinlt 
was fearfuUy strong, the night very dark, an*! he was aweit hway*?/ 

It Aeoms as though Heaven were unjust I ” exclaimed M&dame Moimac, 

' Ipi^ iorgettiiig to pursue her inquiries as to Alcamo himi^elf, Anq Whiph 
she had seian fit to midress to him personally. “I haartb thiqk 

this might not have happened had we gone in of him that 

very dtt^ We do not even know his name, altboughil^,oW;(|». our Jives to 
him, Aimb6eattfl L” , 

1 questkfiied the uuthorities, and copld deam *^3whg,” said the 
notary* . ' ^ 

mvt now I think of it, you must know liis name,” said idadame Moxhae 
to Alcamo ; **you must know where he came from, and why lie livefl so 
mysterioufiAy, lot you saw him and talked with him. Fcir my |)art, I never 
believed that ridiculous story about his looking like a death’s-head, and 1 
&ni sui-e — ” 

X never know,” interrupted the count, “ the real name of the man whp 
perished before my eyes, but I saw that he had been disfigured by a terrible 
shock, which Ms system had received, and what 1 learnt or bl^st^ry showed 
me that there were sorrows in life which I had no idea ol.*^ 

‘‘tTell us, my dear sir, tell us whether he left any family whptti you 
might help ns to find and relieve, ” 

The count seemed disposiBd to relate the story of Pierre Iiefort, but he 
was prevented from doing so by Madame Mornac, who seejng her gardener 
throw down his rake and hurry to the gate shouting out a variety of bad 
language, called, Here, Germain, what are you up to ? Insulting the 
paseeie*-!^ again ? ” 

, On hearing this the gardener retunied, and approaching Ms mistress said, 
**Oh,'tnadame, it’s that ugly scamp whq hides half his lace. He’s always 
herp^ 

•‘what do you mean ” 

‘^Why, madame, he’s a fellow who locdcs like a thief and he’s always 
prowling about the house, and each time I see him there’s sure to be an 
accident. ’Why, only yesterday he showed his ugly mug while 1 was in 
the . kitchen garden, and the belbglasses on the melons broke without any 
one touching them— the proof is I cut my thumb with the broken glass, and 
madame would do best to warn the police — 

At this moment an exclamation of affright from M. Momac abruptly 
cuHoiled the g^trdei^er’s narrative. A fiower-box containing a huge cactus 
bad fallen from its stand without the slightest warning, throwing Andr^c 
upon the ground, • 
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On pi Ms visit to M. Momao^ Count crAloam^ aHghted from a 

M^gham in front of a stylish honso oa the Bbnloyat^d 
HanssmSftui. ^s;:^asas calm as usual, though Andr^O'S accident on the 
previous tor e moment seriously alarmecl him. B^ottnnately i^ie 

yq^nggirl i^fts -but slightly hurt, and having made himself eaey on ticket 
sd^e^'l^'COtjlp^* who perhaps had reasons for wishing to ooncoal his feelings, 
had piSlied by the general dismay to take hasty leave. He vra« 
of Msink admitted to the house in the Hue d^Assas kvhenever It pleasei^'bini 
tocalL ' 

The handsome .l^laee to which he drove on the morrow tfS«;tihie4l>oae of 
Baron Brdsein, t^ iMnent banker It is nowadays the ehsl^ to 
in spleiulid the fortunes which people make khd 

those who andcoe4 <?h ‘Change like to be lodged in prmc^djralylif 
a ikkA of advertisement which informs the public tiiat Ime ownsePf the 
house has a large , fortune, and the credit acquired by speh meaus is solid. 
M. Brossin had, not neglected this means of coiroborathTg ^voUrable 
rumours, and indeed he had been one of the drat to buBd an tlUe prew Bottle- 
vard. ;Bo handsome was the Brossin mansion that the baroness^aS nmch 
bettor lodged than many grand duchesses of the defunct Ger^anipQonledera- 
tion. There was a sanded courtyard in front of the tnain mtran<^» a garden 
under her bed-room windows, and a profusion of old t^^ees, pooghA ^a imned 
nobleman wbohad been forced to turn his ancestor's park into mOn^. * ^epe 
trees had been brought to the house in waggons, and, thanks to mpderwin* 
genuity, replanted in the ground there. Besides all this, there wei^e reoepMon 
rooms in which, when a ball was given, some very aristocratic nraes were 
announced, to the great delight of the baroness, who had l^ep plain Ism&’io 
(Joqiiillard before she married M. Brossin. There was alsoa ganoty Of paint- 
ings which the owners admired on the strength of what dealers had 
snid about them, for in point of fact none of the Brotsins could tell a 
Titian from a Bnbuffe. However, although the bai on had sa^pdSced togoly 
to luxury, as regards his mansion, he had not forgotten fbl^fehie fortune 
had been ii>ude Fn business, and upon a plot of grottud near his b^nial 
manor he had constructed a simple and convenient houte, lor bis d£loes. 
He could communicate from bis own private apartments with thp ofBfOe 
where he planned the numerous operations from which he dsrivpd hi« targe 
income. He had merely to open a door and pass through from one hoif^ 
into tho adjoining one to change from a banker into a barem, and Vice versk 
It was, it appeared, the banker and not the baron whom AlcamO wished to* 
see on this occasion, as be abstained from asking for admission into the 
mansion, and proceeded to the building in which tlje ofhoes. were located. 
The staircase was less crowded than usual that day, and he met no one on 
the first floor. ' Ho turned the handle of a door Imiiug a brass plate in.‘ 
scribed ; ‘‘Bank Offices,” and in domg so an Mamni sounded, whereupon a 
lad in a brown livery appeared and asked his name Just at the moment 
as a glass window slid back at the end of the office.* Tiie head which 
appeared at this window, was that of M. Bduscareau, the respectable 
cashier of the baron’s no less respectable bank. Bousoareau undi^bledly 
I’ecognised the visitor, for he did not giv*e him time to reply to the b^*. 

The baron is in bis private dffice,” said he, in a deep bosS/roioe. \ 
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Ah, ah,” thongh#Alcamo, •* waiting for me, It soemaf * 

“ Uaher the gentleman in,” oalled out BouftoaKteait, and t!ierett|i(on He 
closed the wic^ket again. 

The office- boy, divining the importance of the new-ooitier, aijisEnmeda very 
r^pecl^ul manner and at onoe showed him along variouE^ maty j^assages 
with doors covered with leather and set with brass nail«. 

*^Iseo how it is,” thought Alcamoj “the baron’s private re*dly 
communicates with tlie office j and while 1 am bdng promenaded 
these pasfages, Bouscareau has gone to tell his cmiployer of ffiy 

When he entered the private room, however, the Wbn wai^f alone. 
Dressed in a morning suit, in the English style, M. Brossin appeared, how* 
over, more plebeian and older than nsuak “ Lot no one in,” said ho to the 
ii^ite^ant, as he rose and went to meet Alcamo. “This is very %ind of 
you, count, very kind inddiid,” he continned, taking both of to viidtor’s 
hands. “ I feel greatly honoured by your call. ” 

“ I shmild have come yesterday, my dear baron, but 1 had tO; attend to 
^a thousand matters consequent on my arrival here, and even to-day I have 
*but a niotnoiil;, and must bog you to apologise fesr me to Madame BroStin.” 

** The baroness was delighted to hear of your arnval, and she will be 
charmed to receive you at an early day ; however, she is somewhat indis* 
posed just now,” 

“ Why,*you yourself, appear to be poorly, baron.” 

Indeed, M. Brossin looked either greatly fatigued or very anxious. “ For 
the last two days I Imve been far from well,” replied the financier, with 
evident embarrassment ; “ biit it will be nothing, I hope.” 

“You make me regret having chosen so bad a time to talk about business. 
I am afraid that I shall tire you.” 

“Oh, no, count, not at all. I should bo very sorry to miss the oppor- 
tunity of talking with you about business.” 

The baron’s emljarrae84nent increased, and Alcamo, who had seated him- 
self near the handsome solid mahogany wiiting- table, gave the financior a 
cold, clear look. “ Our business is very simple, and wui V>c settled in a 
quarter of an hour,” said Alcamo, resuming his smile. “I have called to 
take back the stock which I deposited with you when I went away last 
autumn, and no doubt, instead of disturbing you aliout the mat ter, I ougiit 
to have gone direct to your cashier ; but I wished to sliake hands with 
you.” 

M. Brossin had been pale licfore ; he now was ghastly. “ I do not know 
how to apologise sufficiently for being obliged' to ask you to call again," 
said he. “ But the stock was taken to the Bank of Fnuico as a precaution 
you see, and to withdraw it, it wiU be necessary to wait,” 

“ How long ? ” asked the count, frigidly. 

“A day or two, perhaps j I will ask Bouscareau, my casliier,” stammered 
the baron, who was beginning to talk at random. 

“Oh I it is idle to disturb Monsieur Bouscarcan. I will wait,” was the 
count’s reply. The barpn drew a long breath. “ I should not have come 
to see you about this trifling matter,” resumed Alcamo, with an air of in- 
diflerence, “ if the stock had really belonged to me ; but it was only 'boii' 
flded to my care by a friend. He is now about to give it to his son, who is 
going to be married, and so he asked me to fcako, it out.” 

At this point a nervous spasm distorted M. Brossin’s faec. He was evi- 
dently iu agony. “ I citplaiii matters to you, my dear baron, ” added Alcamo, 
“ so that you may not think that 1 lack any confldence iu you. Besides 
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I dou^t care for a mfllian more or less, and if you liappen to be timing 
sliort just ifow, I beg of you to believe that I am f^uite at your service/* 

M* Ibrossiu starti^a up in his red morocco arm-chair and tried to speak, 
but could not utter a sound, 

“Now that I think of it,** added Alcamo, “in the midst of such ex- 
tensive transactions as you engage in, it may happen that without being 
seriously enabarrossed, you may at times have need of a ^rge eUm just for a 
fewdaya/* 

“Ia<lmire your financial instinct, count,’* said the baron, recovering a 
little composure as his hopes revived; “there are sometimes temporary 
difficulties in large banking businesses, which one has to cope with — This 
very mornings now—” 

“ Oh 1 I don*t need any explanation, my dear Monsieur Brossin. I can- 
not leave my MeniVs stock with you, but I can do as I like with my jper- 
sonal fortune, liet us go to the point. How much would you require ? ’* 

“ A iltifiion would be ample,” said the baron, iu a voice huM^y with 
emotion. a ^ 

“ Very well. Do you wfch it to-day ? ” 

“If it were possible. I confess that — ” 

“ It is quite possible, but only on one condition.** 

“ I accept that beforehand.’* 

“ Ob, it isn’t a very hard one.| must come to fetch it yoife’self.” 

“ Certainly, count, I shall be only too happy.” 

“ I)on*t be ill such a hurry,” said Alcamo, laughing. “ Wait until I ex- 
plain what must be done and why your presence is indispensable. ” 

“That is useless, count, perfectly useless. It is only proper that I 
should save you the trouble and inconvenience of returning here, and it 
will, besides, give me an opportunity to call upon you, I am really sorry 
to have obliged you to suggest this, and — ” 

“Excuse me, my dear sir, I should be delighted to receive you at any 
time, but the money is not deposited at iny house. ” 

“ Wherever it may be, I camiot let you take the trouble to send it to 
mo,” said the baron, with somewhat too much eagerness. 

“ It would be difficult to do so,** said Alcamo, “and for this reason ; W^e 
►Sicilians are very primitive people. Tbei^ is some Arab blood in our veins, 
and our habits are not altogether those of civilized people.” 

M. Brossin looked at the count in surprise, endeavouring to conjecture 
what financial matters could possibly have to do with tlie blending oi races, 
“To give you an idea of our savage habits,” said Alcamo, “ I must tell you 
that in money matters we follow the Eastern system.” 

‘/Certainly, count. The Eastern system has its good points,” replied 
the baron, who no longer understood in the least degree what tlie count 
was talking about. 

“ Well, in the East, capitalists Keep their money iu a ohost, and when 
tliey want any they take it out. They have a holy horror of all the pink, 
wliite, and blue paper which you call stock, and my good fcllow-country- 
menjare like them iu that.” 

“Their reasoning is good enough,” replied M. Bi^ssin, to flatter his for- 
midable visitor, “ and the fact is that sometimes those ttrips of paper-^-” 

“ Ruins their owners ? I know that, but still it is absurd to let 
money lie unproductive. But would you believe that I have always had a 
mania for hoarding up treasurps f ” 

*^Oh, count, you can never make me believe that you are a 
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?** JLrtst im explain. I mean that 1 prefer gold to papor^ which doeii not 
me m s|>encUng Jnoney lavishly. We savages from the south of 
Bureme Sbre fond of everything that glitters, you know.*' , 

all that is beautiful and all that is good,” replied the barem, 
euchanted at behiu able to get in a compliment. 

Tlmt is why,” resumed Alcamo, “ I instruciMl nay agent in Sicily to 
turn the yield of my vineyards and flocks into flue hr At JingBhggold 
pieces, like piastres and Spanish doubloons, for Which X hi^e a great 
i>o yon Bka Spanish doubloona, baron ? ” 

5phey are handsome coins, very handsome coins,” stammered M. Brossin; 
who had suddenly turned very pale. 

ibount flxed Ills cold, clear, steeMike eyes upon tlie banker, and ro- 
mnitied-for a few seconds without speaking, ei^er because he was absebt- 
ininded, or wished to give the baron the time to recover from some uuac> 
countable agitation. ** I was saying that I have the weakness to like those 
large gblii coins which glitter like the sun ; my steward has always some 
on hand for t^at very reason. He sends them ^ me when 1 have not time 
to fetch them myself, and I live on my little treasure without any more 
care on my mind than a petty citizen of the Marais.** 

** And you have ncitlier failures nor a fall in value to fear.** 

1 fear^ione but robbers,” replied the count, coldly ; “ but I beg you to 
believe that I know hpw to guard agahtst them. Brides, I have another 
motive for always keeping some money by me. 1 sometimes conspire a 
little, as I was telliog you the other day at the races, and a man who does 
that, may And Kimadf an exile at any time, and be deprived of his estates. 
So it is advisable to keep on hand some money that can be at once turned to 
account.** 

** Veiy prudent, count ! Would to Heaven that we could take such pre- 
cautions in the banking business.** 

“Unfortunately, that is impossible, is it not? Besides, the prosperity 
of commerce, the development of industry, the activity of all transactions 
would sufler if you kept money lying idle, whereas on the contrary, iu the 
hands of an honest and intelligent man like yourself*^ Ah 1 yours is a 
high mission, baron.” 

“I try to contribute a little to the general prosperity of my country,” 
said the banker, with an aflectation of modesty. 

“But I am allowing myself to be carried away by my enthusiasm,*' resumed 
Alcamo, “ and I must return to what interests you now'. I returned from 
that expedition of mine which failed with a half-dozen kegs filled with my 
favourite coins, Mv steward has been lucky this year, and I think that 
he has got hold of all the doubloons in circulation in our poor little cx- 
kingdoin of the Two Sicilies, fori have brought enough to supply all the 
money-changers in Baris for six mont|;3 ; however, on arriving here I w as 
not a little embaiTassed. I had enga^d a Suite of rooms at the Grand 
Hotel, and, however comfortable it might be, I could not take my kegs 
there. The people at the hotel would have taken me for a wine merchant 
travelling with specimens of his stock.” 

X’he baron consi<J^red himself called upon to laugh heartily at this joke, 
but all the muscles in his face W’cre on the stretch as he waited for the end 
of the count*s narrative. 

“ Well, while waiting until I could buy or build myself a house, I found 
myself jOfltdigcd to tbitik about placing my gold in a secure place.** 

“ A^d naturally placed it in a bank.*’ 
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** Not ftt all, baron, not at all 1 Tuat wonW have been according 
cOBtoQ], which vre semi-African Southerners hold in horror. To draw thv 
funds, 1 should have had to go through all sorts of formalities, wh|phjl 
hate as 1 do the plague. I was obliged to look for a secure and 
place, where I could act according to my barbarian custom, that is 


place, where I could act according to my barbarian custom, that iel 
open my chest and take out a few b^andfuls of gold whenever I needed 


Paris, so I wont tO one of my friends who happened to be Uv^g m sueh 
way as to admit of my doing what 1 wished. Just fancy bis liviii^ in 
house, or rather a chdteau, with towers and an immense park, apd p great 
cellar, of which 1 have the key, and where I am sure all my doublOons are 
perfectly safe.*’ 

** Oh, then, I say no more ! ” replied the baron, . 

** Now that you understand the situation, what I have still to t^Lls ver^ 
simple. Yon would like to have your million to-dny, would you pot f ” 

“Yes, indeed, if it weti possible, but 1 would not b« tinuhlfesoitte fojr 
anything in the world,*’ 

“As I have made you the offer, baron, you can aco#|% It without any 
scruple. Now let us arrange matters. At wdiat hour ivil} you be free to 
go with me to my friend’s.’* ^ • 

“ Whenever you please, count this evening, or at once, if pnefer. 
But—” 


“ But what ? ” said Alcamo, looking the liaron straight in the face. 

“ Won’t it be difficult to move so large a sum in gold ?” 

“ Doubloons are not so heavy, nor do they take up so muhh room as you 
may think, and X will guarantee to you that sufiicient of them to represent 
a million francs will go in my large brougham comfortably. I need not 
explain to you why I prefer not to take any subordinates into thy con- 
fidence, A treasure right in the midst of Pans is tempting, and it is better 
not to tempt anybody. ” 

“I should also prefer,” eagerly replied tiie baron, “that^oonein my 
employ should know anything about the matter.” 

“1 can understand that, but, after all, it would be tiresome for us to re- 
move all this gold ourselves unaided. Still, I cap ask my friend to help 
ua, unless you have some absolutely safe person on hand,*’ 

“ I have my cashier.” 

“ The old man who was with you at the races ? ” 

“ Exactly,” 

“He dcHiS not appear to be very strong, but if he can be relied upon — ” 

“ Oh I I can answer for him as for m 3 ^self.” 

“ That is all right, then. I have a few matters to attend to this after- 
noon, and 1 shall only be at liberty in the evening. Shall X crall for you 
with my carriage at nine o’clock ? ” 

“lam entirely at your orders, count.” 

“Very well, it is all settled, then. Now let me ask you on what day I 
can* come for the Northern railway stock. 1 beg pardon for inaigting upon 
tliat matter, but the young fellow who is to havw it on marrying is 
madly in love, and consp<incntly in a hurry to complete all the formalSies 
which are delaying his happiness. It is at Ms bouse, by-the-bye, l&bt I 
have deposited my doubloons.” 

Sinoe Alcamo liad ugmn begun speakiug of the Northern railway stock, 
the baron’s face had assumed a singular expression, and any observer with 



90 


niS GRBAt 


ordinary intelligence would have seen without the slightest di'fficulty that 
hti was struggling witi* himself. When he heard Ms visitor say that the 
stock Mougied to thS guardian of the treasure, he thought that it would be 
as well to inspire full coiifidenoe by giving it up at onoe, He had asked 
for a delay when he had believed that he had no recour^ but to abscond 
with the deposit which had been eemfided to him, but now that he relied 
upon the promised million, he had no further interest in retaining the' 
precious paper. 

Well, count, said he, composedly, ** I perhaps made too great haste 
ir, telling you that the stock had been taken to the Bank of France. I gave 
the order only recently, and it may not have been attended to as yet. If 
the stock is still in our safe I con give it to you at once. ” 

“That would suit me exactly. I have the receipt which you signed with 
me.*' 

“Well, I will see whether it is here,” said M. Broasin, pressing the knob 
of an electric/l>ell. 

Half a minute later the Cfishier’s cunning face appeared at the half-open 
door. “ Have we still got the two thousand certificates of the Northern 
Kailway stock deposited by Count d’Alcamo? ” asked the banker. 

“ Ycs/’j'cplied the cashier, after a slight interv^'a! of hesitation. 

“ Then bring them to me immediate^. You see, count, that all is for 
the best,” added the baron when lie w^as again alone with his visitor, 

“ You are a charming man, baron, there’s no doubt of that. Is that the 
worthy fellow who will come with you to-night ? ” 

“Yes, count, if agreeable to you.” 

“ Of course. 1 like his face. What is his name ? ” 

“ Bouacareau, count. He is an old employe of mine, and entirely de- 
voted to mo. We began business together,” 

‘ Ah I indeed ! I thought so when I saw you chatting so confidentially 
with him on Sunday at the races.” 

A Cloud passed over M, Brossin’s face ; but he was about to resume thn 
praises of nis cashier when the count exclaimed; “And Mademoisel!) 
Hcnriette Brossin whom J was forgetting to inquire after. She is as 
charming as ever I suppose. When shall you marry her ? ” 

The baron turned ghastly pale. “ My daugiiter ! ” he muttered, with an 
air of consternation. 

“Is she indisposed like Madame Brossin ? ” 

“ Ah ! count,” sighed the financier, “ Tin a most unhappy father.” 

“ What do you mean, baron ? ” cried M. d^Alcamo with keen interest. 

M. Brossin was about to explain himself ; but his cashier returned at 
that moment carrying a large package of paper, “ Here is the stock,” said 
he, dryly, placing his parcel upon the desk ; “you can count it.” 

“ That is altogether umeces&ary,” said the count, producing his pocket- 
book. “ 1 will hand you back the receipt, and our accounts, dear sir, will 
then be settled.” 

At this moment M. Bouscaroau^s face was a perfect study. Tlie con- 
tempt which ho felt for his employer was perfectly legible on it, and also 
very lively curiositj^ as to the intentions of Alcamo. He looked askance at 
him and seemed to ask himself by what skilful process the foreigner had 
induced M. Brossin to give up the deposit. On the evening before a long 
oonvfiarsation had taken place between the banker and his cashier, who had 
adviaed him to hold on to the stock till the last moment. 

“ Bouficarcau,” now said the baron, “ be here at half past eight,” 
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“ But I have an engogeineut, sir,” grumbled the old man, who was not 
much disposed to put hiinsell: out to oblige his employer. 

“ No matter,”^ said the baron, somewhat harshly, The connt is going 
to deposit a million with mo on current account, and 1 must request you to 
Ito punotuaL” 

it Yery well, sir,’* replied the cashier, only disguising, witli difficulty, his 
’astonishment at this talk of an unhoped-for million. 

Excuse me, dear sir,” said the count, as soon as M. Bouscoreau had re- 
tired. “You will think me too Sicilian, perhaps, but the expression 
‘ current account, * sounds ill to me. 1 am not going to * open an account ' 
witii you at all, I find that you need a million, and 1 lend it to ^ou ff)r 
two, three, or fifteen days as you like ; but I don’t want any recognition in 
writing or any interest. I am simply obliging an honest man, one of my 
friends ; but 1 never speculate,” 

M. Brossin was overcome by so much generosity, and could only stammer 
out : “As you please, courij ; the' habit of using business made me 

speak of opening an account ; but — ” 

“ Let us say no more of this tiitling matter, and let me ask you about 
your daughter, Mademoiselle Hennette ? Your language alarmed me just 
now.” ^ 

Tl)e baron had momentarily forgotten hjs daughter, but he now again 
assumed an aggrieved expression. “Air 1 count,” said he, “fathers have 
terrible troubles at times, and 1 don’t know wliieli to complain of the most 
—my son or my daughter. Alfred lias not been seen at home for more 
than twenty-four hours. No one knows what lias become of him.” 

“ Can yon be anxious about such a trifling matter as that ? For a father 
who lives in Paris you really sui’pi'ise me, baron. Your sou must hiive 
been * making a night of it ’ at his club or elsewhere, and is airaid to come 
back for fear of your auger. Til venture to say that you lectured him only 
ycHberday.” 

“ Indee«l I did, and I had neo<l to, for you cannot imagine how far he 
goes in his misbehaviour, I have remonstrated with him twenty times, 
but it does no good.” 

“Well, what would you have? Young people are not brought up as they 
used to be, and paternal authority is out of fashion now-a-days.” 

“ It appears tliat Alfred borrowed some money at some money-lender’s ; 
I leiirned that ye.stcrday from his mother. The bill was presented, of 
course, and my man-servant told me that he mu off like a madman. I am 
afraid that he lias tlirowii himself into the river.” 

“The deuce I that would be frightful ! But no, baron, I can’t believe it. 
Monsieur Alfred never appeared to me likely to commit suicide, and be- 
sides, a man does not renounce life so easily when his father is Baron 
Brossin, a millionaire several times over.” 

“I wish that I shared your security, count, but something happened 
here this morning which increases my agony. I am told that two stjange- 
lookiiijr men came to ask for Alfred — two men whom the doorkeeper 
de.scribod us looking like detectives.” 

“Good heavens ! can it bo that your dear Alfz'cd is^oonspiring against 
the Government ? ” 

The baron shook his head, and lowering his voice, replied ; “I nm afraid 
that something worse than i;hat lias happened; I mn afraid that the 
Avretched boy has dishonoured himself by dohig something wrong, and that 
lie is being looked for.” 
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** What are you saying, baron ? You cannot think it. Good blood is 
always true to itself, and yotir son, the son of an honest man* could not 
have degraded himself like that. ” 

Count d’Aloanio spoke these words in a clear and piercing voice, and 
with his eyes riveted on the baron. 

am perhaps alarmed about nothing/* said Baron Brossin, <|aickly, 
“ and it is true that in my family no one has etrer — ” 

** Committed a crime ? ” interrupted the count* “ I am sure not 1 Mon> 
sieur Alfred may have indulged in some piece of youthful folly, and that is 
ull. I feel sure you will find your ‘ prodigal son * by to-night, and^ if I’m 
tliere, I shall beg of you to forgive him.” 

** Heaven hear you, count ! 

**But tell me why you are also so uneasy about Mademoiselle Henriette.” 

For the same reasons.” 

** How for the same reasons ? Your daughter surely can’t spend her 
nights at a cdub or borrow money of usurers ? ’J. 

All the same she has disappeared like her brother. And, count, I ajn 
so ejected by all tliis that it will perhaps do mo good to ease my heart. 1 
can talk to you as to a friend.” 

Certainly ; and I shall be very happy if I can do anything to alleviate 
your distress. But tell me the truth quickly, for you really auirm me.” 

** Well, ever since we w’ere at Bivilie Henriette has been looking very 
poorly, and so much so that tlie other day her mother h'llked of sending for 
the doctor. However, the foolish girl pretended she was quite well, ami 
there was a bit of a quarrel, I believe, I don’t know whether that was 
the cause of it all, but yesterday morning she went out alone tolling her 
maid that she was going to mass at the cmirch of Saiut Augustin hard by, 
and since then she hasnx been seen — ” 

“ Hear me. How extraordinary 1 And you have made inquiries ? ” 
^‘Certainly; but it is a very delicate matter you see — the poor child’s 
reputation might suffer — ” 

* * Of oourao, of course, but didn’t your inquiries lead to any result ? ” 

“It seems she was seen taking a cab, which went up the Boulevard 
Malesherbes, and this cab might perhaps be found again ; but in that case 
I should have to confide in the police and it is so distasteful to me — ” 

“I understand that ! ” interruntod the count. “ But, baron, excuse me, 
have you ever noticed that your daugliter had an attachment for any one?” 

“Well, last year, we thought that she rather liked Monsieur Jules 
Norldet whom you met at Moiivillo, you will remember. And, indeed, 
thought that he w'ould prove a very suitable husband for her ; but bis 
conduct has been very reserved all through.” 

“Well, baron,” said M. d’Alcamo, “have you confidence in me ?” 

“Oh! fully.” 

“ Then you will authorize me to try and find Mademoiselle Henriette ? ” 
“ Willingly j with pleasure and gratitude.” 

“ Very good then. Our appointment holds for this evening I suppose ? ” 
“Quite so,” sajd the baron, becoming a banker once more. 

“Then I will say good-bye,” rejoined M. d’Alcamo, rising, “xierhaps I 
sliall be able to settle all the matters that interest you, to-day.” 

»Tust as the count was about to leave, M. Bouscareau discreetly enteretl 
the room to announce a fresh visitor. Thenbaron evinced considerable sur- 
prise) at |ie listened to his cashier’s whispered remarks, but, finally ringing 
for ith olfioe-attendaiit, he had M. d’Alcamo shown out by way of the mazy 
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pasHages which he had prcviouely travoreed. The new visitor wa», no (iouhi?, 
ushered in by another route, at all events the count leached the boulevard 
without meeting any one. Having given some orders to hi« coaohnrah 
who at once drove away, be then started on foot for a cabstand at a few 
paces up the thoroughfare. There were several vehicles waiting to be hired, 
but the count proceeded straight to a kiosk at the end of the stand, where 
a superintendent was dozing over his register. Alcamo pronxptly roused 
him, however, and exclaimed : “ I have come to inquire after a fan which 
a lady forgot in a oab which she took on this stand yesterday.” 

Have you the number of the vehicle?” asked the superintendent. 

“ No, unfortunately the lady didn’t keep it.” 

Then, I’m afmld, sir, that the fan w'on’t l>e recovered. You might try 
at the lost property office at the Prefecture of Police, but I fancy tli© lady 
will have to nesigix herself to her loss.” 

Ajid the driver to the loss of the forty francs’ reward which l‘(5hould 
have given him ? ” said Alcamo. , • 

While this talk had been going on, two or three idle cabmen had 
gathered round the kiosk, and the promise of a large reward had made them 
X)rick their ears. ** When did this lady take her cab, sir ? ” inquired one 
Jeliu of the count. , 

** Yesterday morning between nine and ten,” said Alcamo at a venture. 

‘‘ What is she like ? ” 

“ Tall, young, thin and rather pale.” 

* ‘ Didn’t she come out of the house with the big doorway over there ? ” 
and so saying the driver pointed to M. Brossin’s mansion. 

‘ ‘ Quite so. Did you notice her 1 ” 

“ Of course I did ; for I drove her, and precious ill she looked, too. But 
as for leaving any fan in my cab that’s not true. I’m an honest fellow, let 
me tell you, and have been ten years on the box.” 

“ Oh ! ” said Alcamo, “ I don’t accuse you. The lady must have left tlie 
f.in at one of the places she drove to. The best plan would be for you to 
drive me there.” 

“You know where she went ? ” 

“Of course I do.” 

“All right, then, I’m willing. This way, sir,” added the cabman, and 
he led Alcamo tow’ards his vehicle. 

The count was delighted with his good luck ; and as soon as they were 
out of the hearing of the siipcrintciident, his manner changed. 

“ Now', then,” said he to the cabman, “ the forty francs are for you, if 
you remember the place where the lady left you and take me to it,” 

“Oh ! oh 1 so you (lon’t know' where it was ? And you didn’t come for 
Die fan ? 1 suspected as much ; but no matter, the bargain holds good. 
It won’t be the first time that Tve helped a gentleman to find his sweet- 
heart. ” 

“You are sure of not making a mistake ? ” said Alcamo. 

“ No, no, never fear. But get in, sir, and III drive sharp.” 

“And you may rely on your forty francs,” rejoino^ the count as be 
stepped into the vehicle which W'as an open victoria. 

The driver whipped up his horse and they started off. The oount W'as 
jubilant, for he w'as convincod that Henriette had driven to Noildet’s to try 
to persuade J ulcs to elope with her. Ho was confirmed in this suspicion 
by the direction which the cabman at first took, but, when after going along 
the Ivue bt. LiizarC) the vehicle left the Kue du Holder neighbotnrhood on 
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the right and turned up the hilly Hue des Martyrs towards Montmartre, 
his ideas underwent a sudden change, and he began to wonder where 
ette could possibly have gone. They crossed the outer boulevard and con- 
tinued cUmbiug the hill, until they almost reached the summit. Then at the 
corner of an ascent, so steep that foot-passengers could only climb it^with 
difiSculty, the driver abruptly stopped his horse and exclaimed ; It's 
hers, sir.” 

** What? here !” said Count d’Alcamo, gassing around at the low, squalid, 
dila^dated shops and houses. 

Yes, she got out here and went np t^iat hill on foot.” 

Hum,” said the count, and pulling out his purse he gave the driver the 
promised forty francs. “Come now,” he added, “you shall have twenty 
more if you tell me where the lady really went.” 

“ Well, I’m agreeable, sir,” replied the Jehu. ‘ ‘ But we can’t talk here,” 
he adiled, noticing two or three loafers standing by. 

Near at Imnd, fortunately, there was a little tavern with some shrubs in 
boxes ronna aV)Out the door, and two or tiirt^e little tables sot in fiont. 
Not a customei* was visible. Alcamo took all this in at a glance. “ Voii 
must be tliirsty,” said he to the cabman, “ come and take a drink here.” 

The loafers, upon seeing the cab move on to the tavern, strolled away 
Alcamo flighted, and a miiuitc latei he was jseatrd beside the Jehu, half 
BCreCnod by the shrubs. A bottle* of boor having boon ordered and brought, 
the count turned to the cabby and said : “Now, my good fellow, tell me 
what you know, and be bidef.” 

“ Well, sir. When I took the young lady, she merely said to me : ‘Drive 
me up the Boulevard Malcsherbes : I’ll stop you vrhen ncccssaty ; ’ hut 
when we got some way off, she i^ulled a card out of her pocket, and said to 
me : * That’s where 1 want to go,’ ” 

And what was the address on her card ?” 

Wiiy, * Madame Blancbet, Rue de la Fontanclle, at Montmartre.* 8o 
I whh» up mv horse and come liere.” 

“Why here?** 

“ Well, sir, that hill you see up there is what they call the Rue do la 
Fontanelle. But as it is too steep for cabs to climb, the young lady got out 
here,” 

“ But who dan Madame Blanchet be ? ’* 

“Well, sir, I may tell you that when the young lady got out, T had a 
drink at this very shop, and I made the landlord talk a bit. And ho told 
me as what Madame Blanchet was a fortune-teller and so on ; and it sceuis 
she deals in quack medicines and 1 don’t know what besides.” 

“ Ah, ha 1 ” said the count, and he began to reflect. “ Well, I suppose 
I shall find her up there,” he added at last. “ Here are your twenty francs, 
my man ; and now you can go, and thanks. Mind, not a word- of this to 
anyoi e. ” 

The c dunan winked and took off" his hat. He seldom hard to deal with such 
a lilHsral patron. While he climbed on to his box again, M. d’Alcamo slowly 
ascended the precipitous incline dignified by the name of Rue de Ik Fon- 
tanelle, and before long he peiceived the Isolated house, on which Aurora’s 
signboard was displayed. “ Ah I ** he murmured, with a strange ex- 
Xwession. “ Qod is just ; yesterday the son, to-day the daughter ; this 
evening we will settle your account in full, Monsieur Brossin.” 

Then, without hesitating, ne walked intd' Aurora's abode, the street-daor 
of whi<^ was, as usual, open ; however, in the passage ho met the old 
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EervAiit wom«R whom Notid et liad aeen on ths previous * * Wha^ do jm 

wiuit, sir ? " said she, abfuptly» and with but slight t^peot lor l^o eoanVs 
imposing appearance* 

*< Madams BlanchOt** 

Is it for the cards ? 

Yes, and I’m in a hurry*” 

« All right, ;Madoino*s there, bo come tbie way.” And thormi»<m* trith- 
out further ceremony, Aloamo was ushered into the presence o! t^e sor- 

CCl'fiSS. 

The raven was Rapping about the room, and Aurora was bending over a 
spirit-lamp en|faged m preparing some mysterious beverage. She turned, 
hovt'cvar^ as tne count entered the room, suddenly liart^ back with 
^vikl, affrighted eyes. Alcamo, on the oontfiary, advoncedf and m mkdama- 
tion of flurpriA escaped bis lips, ^ 

Aurora I he cned, Peoognising the old negreesi* ' 

** Captain Albert ! ” she shTiekea, in abjeot terror. 

Ah ! ” added the count, clenching his fiats. ** I ought io hate knewn 
it. So you are in Paris, you infamous poisoner 1 ” 

“He isn^t dead,” groaned the negress. “Ohorab didn't deceive me, 
Ghorab never lies.” * 

“ You wretch ! ” cried Alcamo. “ So once more I find you on my path. 
It didn’t suffice that you should teach Noridet your infernal art whilst he 
was yet a child. God, who punishes murderers, has sent me here to make 
my vengeance all the safer.” 

“I defy you,” rejoined Aurora, grinding her teeth. Sthe had suddenly 
rt'gaincd all her composure, and now adclod, contemptuously i “3 know 
j^nur secret, remember ! ” 

“ Listen,” said M. d’AIoamo, coldly : ** I care not what you know ; I am 
willing to spare you the souffold, but only on conditions that you obey me 
implicitly.” 

“ And what are your orders ? ” asked the imgress, ironically. 

“ To hold your tongue and leave France,” 

“ But you might denounce Jules, all the same. What guarantee have I 
that yon wouldn’t Iiaim him ? ” 

“ My word. But if you refuse my conditions, I shall he pitiless.” 

“ Oh ! 1 don’t fear that. I need only go and t^dl Andr^ Salaaie the truth 
about her father,” 

At these words, the count sprang forward like a tiger, and Aurora shrieked 
with abject terror. “Mercy, Albert, mercy!” she pleaded. “You are 
stiong, you are great, you are good, you surely w'on’t kill your sUve,” 

“ No* I won’t soil my hands with such vilo blood as yours,” said Alcamo, 
betw^een his teeth. “But if I learn that you have dared to go to the young 
girl you have just spoken of, both you and your Notidot sliall die upon the 
scaffold. Mark my words.” 

“ I don’t want my white son to die,” muttered Aurora. “No s rather 
than that 1 will obey you.” 

“ I rely on that ; and now listen. A young girl oarno, here yesterday. 
No denials, pray. I am sure of it, and slie must be here now, Whwe is 
she ? ” ^ 

“Here,” murmured the negress, and she thereupon bMmd a door oom^ 
muuicating with an inner rooiA But as she looked this atljoining 
apartment she gasped in alarm : “Gone 1 She has gone t has fiSd ! ” 

“ Wretch ! oon^^ try to deceive me I ” cried the count, through 
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the doorw£iy into the next room, which proved to he a sleeping a/pnrtment 
ill a great state of disorder. 

However, it needed hut a glance to see that it was empty. On the 
floor beside the bed there lay a cambric handkerchief. Aloamo, noticing 
its flne texture, picked it np at onoe, and eaw that it bore the initials 
“H. B.,” surmounted by a baron’s coronet. He was now certain that 
HOnriette had been an inmate of the room^ Alargiad by her mis- 
tress’s shrieks, Aurora*a old servant had in the meanti:^ appeaYed upon 
the Ooene, and was indulging in varions gestures e^^^^ssive of afl’riglit. 
The eobnt strode towards her. ‘^Now,” said ho, ** if yon don’t Want me 
to denounce you and your mUtress, yow must tell me when and how this 
youii^ girl left ? ” * 

“fcouldn’t help it, sir,” whined the old hag, in alarm. “She wanted 
to gO’OfT all the morning, smd though she w'as so poorly and could hardly 
stand, she dressed herself ; and when 1 went to see her in^her room, she 
scrambled ' off : there was no stopping heis BesideSj'^ie wddld have 
called out, and I didn’t want the neighbours to hear — ” 

“ Which way did she go and how long ago ? ” sternly asked the count, 

“To the right, sir, .down the slope tow'ards the fortifleations. It was 
just before you came. Ah ! she can’t have gone far, poor thing ! for I saw 
her clinging to the telegraph posts for support.” 

“And you had the cruelty to abandon her?” said Alcamo ; and then, 
turning to the negreas, he added : “ You remember what I told you— -not a 
word, nd’t a sign — or death i And now have the door of this den opened 
for me.” 

The negross compiled without speaking, only she tried to seize hold of 
the count’s hand to kisb it, but he repulsed her disdainfully and left the 
room, saying in a threatening manner ; “ Remember ! ” 

Once out of the house, he looked round him and saw no one ; and thei'e- 
upon, without more ado, he began to descend the northern slope in accordance 
wnth the s(!rvant’s iiuUoations. Bartiug along at full speed, he glanced 
anxiously to the right and the left ; and he had gone fuUy two-thivds of the 
way l>efo e imchiiig the plain, when suddenly, near a pile of sand, he 
'thought he could distinguish a human body lying on the ground. He was 
mistaken, and on drawing near be recognised Henriette. Baron 
Brossin’s elegant daughter was Tying at full length on the slope of Mont- 
martre ; her hair, unbound, trailed in the dust, and her silken costume hod 
been torn by the thistles and briars in her descent. - There was something 
lieart- rending in itbe contrast between this dingy, barren soil and the heiress’s 
luxurious attire. M. d’ Alcamo himself was impressed, for he suddenly 
became very pale. And yet the woman who lay suffering at his feet was 
the daughter of his mortal enemy ; it wtis Henriette whom ho found fallen 
to this depth of shame and degradation. But a woman’s misfortune disarms 
the most juatiflable hatred, and the count, who would have beejA -pitiless 
as regards Alfred Brossin, began to commiserate his sister. ^''ISne seemed 
completely crushed, but she had not lost consciouBness, for she opened her 
eyes on hearing^iAlcamo’s footfall, and then, giving a faint cry, covereil her 
face with her hands. It might have been guessed that she would have pre- 
ferred deatli to meeting the eyes of the man who had seen her so gay and 
radiant at the Chateau of Monvillc, where her misfortunes had originated. 
However, the count knelt down b^ide her, and murmured these words, 
which made her start: “I know everything, my poor child, and I have 
come to save you.” 
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HJs voice was so soft, so fall of feelings that Hcnrictte raised herself on 
her left elbow and held out her right hand. M. d’Alcnmo took hold of it, 
and as he pressed it kindly, a tear fell from his eyes. *'1 was looking 
for you, mademoiselle,** said he, “ and I am glad that I have arrived in 
timo.''^ 

“ In time ? ** murmured the poor girl. “ No, I’m lost ! ” 

“You are saved providing you have confidence in me.” 

“ But it is too late,” said Henriotte, sobbing ; “I left home yesterday, 
and my father—** 

“ Your father will believe my word, and I will find a means of explaining 
your absence to him.*’ 

With a grateful glance the poor girl asked : “I believe you, Wliat 
am I to do ? ** 

“ You must come with me. You are not in a state to see yOur parents 
yet awhile, but I will take you to a house where your life and hottour will 
he safe. And later on I will take you back to your father.” 

Hcnriette listened eagerly. The count’s kind words seemed to restore 
her to life. “ Take me away,” she murmured at last, trying to rise to her 
feet. 

With a glance, M. d’Alcamo measured the distance that separated him 
from the foot of the slope, and in the iieareMt street, he perceived a cab- 
stand. He thereupon ttjok tlio poor girl in his strong arms and resumed 
his descent, without the h'ail burden retarding his progro.ss., “ You have 
believed in my promises, mademoiselle,” he said, “and you liave (lone 
right. In three days’ time— I swear it — the man who has wronged you 
shall be compelled by mo to repair the harm that he has done,” 


XXVII. 

The visit which Bouscarcau, the cashier, had announced to his employer, 
was evidently an unexpected one, at least judging by the banker’s start of 
furprise. However, had the newcomer found himself face to face with 
fVmnt d’Alcamo in the banker’s presence, he himself W'ould have been the 
most astonished of the trio. Indeed this visitor was none other than Jule$i 
Noridet who firmly believed that he had consigned Alcamo to a fici’y grave 
by setting fire to old Fritz's hut on the banks of the Rhine. Since his adven- 
tures at Monville, Noridet had not seen much of the Jirossin family. He 
had made his mourning an excuse for not attending the entertainments 
w’hich the baron gave during the winter . in his splendid quarters on the 
Boulevard Hanssmann. Still he had occasionally appeared at the private 
receptions of the baroness, meeting with that warm welcome which Madam© 
Ih'ossin always had ready for all millionaires, young or old, providing they 
w*ere bachelors and eligible husbands for Henrictte. Hcnriette on her side 
had alternately displayed hayghty coldness and evident liking, and on 
the whole, it was evident that the nnforkunate girl loved this unworthy 
scamp; and was suffering from his capricious treatment. On the day when 
Noridet was thus announced at the banker’s private office, ®two months had 
just elapsed without his having called upon M. Brossin. H© had not even 
seen him as a banker, for he did not care to place any money in his hands. 
The baron therefore concluded that some change had now taken place in 
Jules’s views, and he resolved 'bo resort to his usual cutming. His solf- 
iwssession bail been greatly put to the test by Alcamo^ but tl«J interview 
VOL. IT. D ‘ , ; 
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hfidy after all» ended to hie satisfaction, and the hope of having a mUlioo 
that same night had (^uito revived him. 

Noridet name in with an easy ah*., and was welcomed with every appear- 
ance of cordiality. “Whei’e^can you have been all this time, , my dear 
sir ? said the baron, holding out his hand to him. ‘*The barones^ com- 
plains that you never call. 8he was at tiie races on Sunday with lisnnetto, 
but you did not go to speak to thcra.^' 

It was not unintentionally that M. Brosstn thus spoke of his daughter. 
He wished to give Noridet an opportunity of doing tlie same. However 
dales simply replied : “ I am really inexcusable for not calling upon 
Madame and Mademoiselle Brosain. But I was not in Paris on the day be 
foie yesterday.” 

Indeed ! Then you are quite excused, my dear Monsieur Noridot. 
What can I do for you ? ” 

Allow me to ask you, in the first place, whether you have time for a 
chat ? ” 

‘‘Oh! yeS, indeed. I so seldom have the pleasure of seeing you, that I 
am glad to profit by the opportunity.” 

Despite his affable air, the baron had a secret apprelumsuni that Noridet 
hful sbraething of grave import to tell him. 

“Well, sir,”’ said .Jules, seating himself, “ I have a delicate comniunJca- 
tiou to make to you, witli reference to your sou.” 

“ To Alfred ! ” exclaimed Monsieur ilrossin, turning very pale. 

“ You k»iow,” said Noridet, “ that I feel a great interest in him as in all 
your family.” 

“ I know that, and I thank you. But excuse the impatience of a father 
if—” 

“Have you seen Alfred to-day?” asked Jules, instead of fiir':lior ex- 
plaining himself. 

“No, nor yesterday,” stammered the baron. “As you may know, his 
conduct is, unfortunately, far from proper, and — ” 

“But he was at Longchamps on the day before yesterday.” 

“Yes. He never misses the races.” 

“Did he say nothing of any mishap at the races ? ” 

“ Well, I scarcJbly saw him when ho came back, and ho did not dine at 
home. What happened there ? ” 

“ He quarrelled, and exchanged cards with some one.” 

“ Good heavens ! ” exclaimed the baron, “ has he boon fiLditing n duel?” 

“I think not,” quietly replied i^oridet, “for yesterday he came to re- 
quest me to be his second ; 1 eonsonted to do so, but he did not return, 
and according to all appearances, the matter came to an end.” 

“Ah, indeed ! ” sighed M. Brossin, who felt much relieved. 

“ If there were nothing more than a duel in question,” continued Julos, 
with an easy air, “ I should not have come here to disturb you, but Alfred 
asked another service of me. He wanted thirty* five thousand francs to 
pay a note.” 

“ Di<l ho dare borrow them from you ? What a scamp ! ” exclaimed the 
baron, greatly vexed at the thought that he would have to return tJjc 
money to Noridet, whom he could not put off, as it was so much to his in- 
terest to conciliate him. “ Don’t be alarmed, sir,” replied Noridet, with 
an equivocal smils. “ When I oblige my friemla I am not in the habit of 
< limning their parents for the money. HoVvever, I did not lend your son 
any money.” 
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“ You wei^e quite right, my clear friend,” said the baron gladly ; *^yptnig 
fellows^ vices ought not to be encouraged.” 

“ Unfortunately, there is something much more serious behind ail this,” 
said iToridet, coldly. 

“Uood heavens ! you terrify mo.v Has Alfred done anything wrong 
leave you to judge, baron. The notes which he had subscribed, and 
which he wished to pay, were handed to me, and on the back I found my 
signature, which I had not given ! ” 

A forgery I ” murmured M. Broasin, completely overcotne. ** Ah, this 
is the crowning stroke ! 

“A forgery, yes. He had evidently used my name to obtain the loan, 
and had imitated my signature very skilfully, I must say.” 

“ But, iny dear Monsieur Noridet,” said the barou in a tone of entreaty, 
“ you surely won’t ruin a wretched boy who has yielded to a mad tempta- 
t’cm, and who has been your friend. I — I will pay the moncy 7 -I will 
settle with the holder of the notes ; but, I entreat you, don’t enter a com- 
plaint against him.” , • 

What do you take mo for?” said Koridot, scomfhlly. “Far from 
wishing to injure Alfred, I have come here to defend him to you,” 

“ Thanks ! a thousand times I thank you 1 you are truly generous, you 
are most kind and forgiving I ” cried M. Brossin, taking the brnids of hts 
Ron’s indulgent friend. 

“Listen to me, sir,” resumed Jules, without being in the least airectcd 
Ijy tlicse doiiionstratioUvS of gratitude. “Alfred is at this moment the 
vii tim of a horrible plot, to wliich I believe I hold the clew, and I have 
(’omc here to ofler to help you in defeating the projects of his enemies, who 
iiro yours also.” 

“ I accept your offer most readily. Speak ! explain yourself, I entreat 
\ oil ! ” 

“Do you know what person it is that has quarrelled with your son? It 
is a young man named Fortoto, ” 

“ Fortoto ! But it seems to mo that I remember — * 

“This scamp was arrested last November at Monvillo, together with 
allot iier vagabond called Jack of the Cliffs.” 

“ .A.nd who eseapc<l from the Dieppe prison ?” 

“ Exactly. This- alone is strange enough, but it is not all. This young 
m ill was not acting on his own account ; he is the tool of a personage who 
makes people believe that he is noble and rich, although I believe hiin to 
be a mere rascal.” 

“This is incredible ! I cannot understand why these people should hate 
Alfred.” 

“ It isn’t Alfred, it is you whom they wish to got at and strike through 
your family, your fortune, cvnil your honour; and this I will prove to yon. 
^J’he money-lender who laid a snare for Alfred, by lending him this money, 
on a signature which he knew to be false, is a certain Manager, whose con- 
nection with the band I speak of, I havejust discovered.” 

“ Manager I ” repeated the baron. “1 have never beard that name be- 
fore.*’ . . 

“ r should think not. This man only transacts shady business, and lives 
in a kind of den in an out-of-the-way part of Paris. It is chanoo alone 
which put mo upon his track.” 

“And you suppose that hc«h^i« something to do with a plot against my 
•son 1” ‘ 
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/‘I am sure of it, aiul I also know that the rascals decoyed Alfred, and 
last nii;hfc seized upon his person.” 

“ Wiiat ! Have they dared — ” 

“ Thoy have trapped him into a house where he is kept in durance vile, 
and no doubt they moan to keep him tliore until you pay his ransom.” 

“ But this is perfectly horrible ! What 1 in the midst of Paria ? ” -v 

“ Good heavens, yes 1 It is the system of the Italian banditti perfected 
for the use of civilized people, ” 

“I will go at once to the prefect of police,” cried the baron > ** and we 
shall see whether— ” 

That would be a sure way to disgrace your son,” said Noridet, quietly. 
‘’These people have the proof of tho forgery in their hands, and would not 
fail to make use of it.” 

"“That is true,” murmured M. Brossin, “but what shall I do ? for 
mercy’s sake, what shall I do ? ” 

‘ * T Wo things. In the first place, ?nake some inquiries about this Manager, 
who lives iiKthe Rue Vauncau. I will tell you tho exact number of the 
house.” 

“Bouscareau can do that to-morrow. But how' am I to rescue my un- 
happy son from these people’s clutches ? ” 

“There is a very simple means, and I will tell you what it is this evening 
if you will come to a place I will name.” 

“This evening,” stammered the baron, who was thinking of Alcamo’s 
promised million. “1 am not free.” 

“Come at inhliiight, then.” 

“ Yes. Yes, I can do that, I fancy.” 

“ Bo at midnight exactly, on the square at the end of the Boulevard de 
nidpital. It is near there that the cliicf of this gang resides. The place 
I speak of is tho old Barri^re de Fontainebleau.” 

“ Ah ] I know now. And do you really tliink that you and I alone, 
without any help from the police, can enter the den W’here these scamps 
are hiding ? ” 

“ llieir den is a very handsome house in a princely park.” 

“ 1 am at a loss to understand all that.” 

“ I wdll explain matters. The owner of this superb house is the person 
with whom Alfred w^as to fight a duel to-day.” 

“And instead of going out with my son, he has entrapped him ! This is 
beyond anything, and 1 will—” 

“ Lot me fiiush. This person is also a most intimate friend of that young 
mulatto Fortoto, and took his pari, at the races, making the quarrel Ins 
own, Y'ou may think it strange that a rich man shouul have anything 
to do with a person of Fortoto’s class ; but you wdll be still more surprised 
at this person’s name.”' 

“ What is it ? ” 

“ He calls himself Jean de Monville.” 

“ What ! that elegant young man who passes for having several millions, 
and who has lately arrived in Baris ? ” 

“The same.” 

“ It is impoBsime ! ” 

“ Have you never woxidered, baron, at the singular chance by winch this 
gentleman bears the same name as your estate in Normandy? ” 

“ I never thought it more than a mere coincidence, for the old Mouvilics 
.died out long ago, or so it was said in the distri 't. ” 
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Still yon are not sure of that,” said Noridet. 

“ Well, that scamp who was ancsted pretended that he was their deS- 
ceiniant, but no one paid any attention to tiiat Howfever, this reminds mo 
that mV overseer lately wrote to me that a Monsieur de Monville, who 
must he the Same as the one you speak of, has just bought that old plaoe 
near tike Black Bock, anti has announced his intention of building a superb 
chateau near the ruins.” 

** Are you sure of that ? ” eagerly asked Noridet, who Was quite startled* 

“ Quite sure. The shanty and the field near by were to have been sold 
to meet the expenses of the suits against Jack of the Cliffs, but instead of 
that all t^e debts of this vagabond, who called himself the owner of the 
place, hit*^ been paid. ” 

“Had I retained a shadow' of doubt, wdiat you now tell me would 
remove it. ” 

“You think then — '* , 

“Think ! Don’t you realise what is apparent from all this f ” 

“ I eoiifeSvS,” said M. Bro.ssiii, “ that 1 don’t.” * 

“ What ! You don’t realize that this viigaboiid, this Ja$k of the Cliffs, 
and this Monsieur de Monville are one and the same person ? ” 

“ W’hat an idea ! This is mere madness ! *’ exclaimed the baron, jumping 
up from his red morocco arm-chair. 

“ It is the simple truth,” said Horidet, quietly. 

“What! Jean! that ragged scamp! that barefooted beggar, with a 
house of his own, horses, servants, and ill tons ! ” 

“You have not heard anything of dean for the last six niotiths, have 
you ? ” 

“ Not since November.” 

“ W^cll, Jic has had time to accomplish a good deal.” 

“ But millions ! millions ! how could he get hold of millions? Unless he 
has inherited property from some relative in tlie lOast Indies, or fsometliing 
tj that sort, I don’t see how — ” 

“ That is probably what he says to account for his w'ealth,” interrupted 
Horidet, “but a more likely explanation is to be t'onnd.” 

“ I cannot find any.” 

“ Don’t you rememl>er what was said in Novmaiuly about him ? ” 

“ Well, people said that ho was a poacher, and so ho w as. But he can 
scarcely have made a fortune by selling the game of my preserves.” 

“No, indeed ; especially as he ate wliat he caught,” replied Noridet. 

“ 1 cannot imagine, then, how — ” 

“ You forget that he was believed to have some money hidden in that 
place of his perched on the edge of the cliff. I only stayed two or three 
days at Monville, but I remember that it w'as the favourite subject witli 
the ladies.” 

‘ ‘ But a Norman, an intelligent man, as all Normans are, would have put 
his money out at Interest, have bought land with it.” 

“You reason in that way because you are a man of business, but a fellow 
like Jean, who knew nothing of business matters, wouldn’t do a« you say, 
especially as be had good reasons for biding his money,” • 

“ What reasons could a Biville ])oy have for hiding his treasure when bo 
might have made his choice among all the farmers’ daughters round about, 
and have become the biggest man in the place ? ” 

, “ Perhaps he had other views*** replied Noridet. 

' M. Brossin fancied that Noridet meant that Jean aspired to Honriette. * 
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He bad certainly apokeu with peculiar etiiphasiK^ aUd, although the yoini^ 
ghl and Jack of the Cliffs had never exchanged a word, the baron, never 
theloaa, now began to reflect upon such a plan and: purpose on M* de Mon 
ville’s part. 

Bosidee,^’ added Korldeti Jean had displayed his riches it^ :i^ould 
have injured his lucrative business.’’ 

“Business?” 

“ Yes, As a smuggler.” ‘ 

“ Ah ! I remember that the custom-house inspector at Dieppe told tut! 
hist autumu that smuggling was going on very extensively, and that ho 
suspected parties at Bivulc.” 

“He was right. But do you remember any details of Jean’s eicape froru 
prison ? ” 

“ No one knew exactly liow he managed. Soine say that ho made a hole 
ill the roof of his cell, then got to a boat, and escaped with his companion ; 
blit as the boat was found empty it was believed that both of them had been 
drowned.” 

“No, no. J^‘an must have met a sloop belonging to liis friends the 
smugglers, have gone over tol-Cugland, and afterwards returned to remove 
the funds belonging to the band whieh were at Blvillo, and now he is cutting 
a dash in Baris on that vciy money.” 

“ He is vci'y bold then. He runs the risk of being exposed.” 

“ People change a good deal in six months, capccially at his age. Besides, 
who would look for Jean tlie poacher in a mail coach drawn liy four horses ? ” 

“ But how is it that he calls Ininaclf Monville, and pretends to be de- 
scemlod from so ancient a family ? ” 

“That is a hold stroke, but a skilful one, and it is not a new gamt> liy 
any means. Under the liesooration, Coignard, the colonel M'bo hud been 
a galley-slave, passed himself off as the Count de Sainto-H<5l6iie.” 

“ He ended at the galleys. V 

“Uf course he did ! And that is where we shall send Monsieur Jean, 
and so that we may lose no time in doing so, I ask you to accompany me 
to-night when I go to the Barri^^ro de Fontainebleau.” 

Noridel’s assertions appeared plausible enough, but the baron now 
remarked: “There is one tiling wliich I do not understand, my dear 
Monsieur Noridet. Why does this young man hate me and my family '! ” 

“ Could anything be more natuiM? In the first place, he always dis- 
liked you as he assumed that you were the usurpers of his family estates. 
Secondly, you had your gameke&j[j<irs and the police continually at his heels. 
Thirdly, you had him arrested and imprisoned and convicted, although he 
did not reappear.” 

“ No. The matter was allowed to drop,” replied the baron, curtly. 

“Well, at all events, baron, can I roly upon you at midnight ?” said 
Noridet, rising to take leave. 

“Yes, certainly !” exclaimed M. Brossiu. “I am obliged, however, to 
go out this evening with my cashier. Is there any objection to his being 
one of the piarty, the plan of whicli you have not yet explained ? ” . 

“ I will explain it to you at midnight, and you may bring the cashier 
with you. He may be useful to us.” 

With these woicls Noridet shook the baron’s hand, and Jefthim, to spend 
the rest of the day in indescribable agitation. He could not understand the 
meaning of all that Noridet had told liim.*' He reproached biinaelf for not 
having obtained iuiLlier particulars, although he fully believed in the hdr- 
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riblo plot which, accord in|i to the young nilUoiiaire, estlatod against himsolf 
and ms ftolly. Noridet exercised over him that strange ascendancy which 
a firm will always has over a cowardly mind^ and he dared not question him 
further ere he left. The baron had not even the consolation of consulting 
Ho did not wish to tell everything to his cashier, and had never 
been the habit of talting advice from his wife. Besides, Madame Bros- 
siii was loss able than usual to use the small allowance of good sense bestowed 
upon her by nature, being greatly disturbed about her son's absence. Al- 
fred had neon in the habit of telling her his worries, of asking her for 
money for his usual foolish frolics, and, in spite of the trouble he gave her, 
slic greatly preferred him to her daughter, who never consulted her, and 
always dm as she pleased. Vergoncey had told the baroness all al)Out the 
note — so far as he was acquainted with the particulars — and about the 
quarrel and duel. Theodore knew nothing of the forgery however ; still 
what ho did know had been quite enough to make the baroness exti;:^inely 
nf!rvoiis, not to say ill. She oegan by sending her faithful confidant after 
Alfred, and Vergoncey had ::;earched for him m every diroctidb, hut with- 
out any good result. 

Madame Brossin now tiilkcd of making a complaint at police head- 
quarters, and of pawning her diamonds, so as to raise the irionoy to pay the 
notes hold against her son. Th<^.Q(lore, however, suggested finding the Rue 
Vanneau money lender again, and once more proposing to give himamortgage 
on his famous “property in Gdtinais” as security. The baroness having 
accepted his proposal, was talking it over, while her husband received Al- 
tamo and Noridot. After dinner, M. Brossin left the table to smoke a 
cigar on the balcony, and the unhappy baroness w’ent up to him to question 
him about her son. “Had you brought him up better he woqld not act 
like this. It is all your ow'ii fault.” Buch was the' consolation w'hicb she 
received. 

“He only lives up to his rank, I'm sure,” she remonstrated, 

“ 11 is rank ! ” exclaimed the baron, raising his hands to heaven. “That 
is just like a woman I It is a little too much ! I>o you really think tluit 
you have any rank! Do you actually believe yourscli to be a l^aroness ? ” 

“ It seems to me that you used to agree with me on these matters,” 
timidly remarked the much afllieted baroness. 

“ Do you know,” said the banker, rorighly, “that you are as big a fool 
as your daughter? Must 1 remind you that your wealth and your barony 
caiuo by chance and may go off in the same w'ay ? Have you forgotten 
that yon wore once merely a liousckcoper in the chateau of a nobleman 
■vvlioso agent I was? ” 

“ Don’t speak so loud, my dear, not so loud, our servants might over- 
bear,’' remonstrated the baroness once more, half stifled by rage. 

“ If you have forgotten it I haven’t, and for that reason, I now request you 
to let me go and attend to my business.” 

With these words, M. Brossin went off to his private room where he 
found M. Boiiscarcaii ready to accompany him upon their night expedition, 
attii ed in a long, browm overcoat and a broad-brimmed hat, and having a 
stick of considerable thickness. In this costume, compkted by a collar 
which resembled a cfircanet, M. Bouscareau looked not unlike the leader 
of some gang of thieves. The evil expression of his face was even more ap- 
parent than usual. Ho was evidently a man ready to do anything to malic 
money, and when the baron looHed at him he started back. Moreover, the 
smgularity of . Bouscareau’s attire made him frown. “ It seems to me,” ‘ 
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esM he, dryly, ‘‘that you might have made yourself look more respect- 
able.*' 

I am very irell satisfied with myself as I.am,” replied M. Bousoareau, 
rudely. 

His employer shrugged hia shoulders, but, although annoyed, he 
more on the matter. He had too many anxieties to wrangle over 
jeot) and he had too much need of his cashierV help that night to quarrel 
with him, “ You ae^’* said he, sinking into hia>i^m-ohair USe a man over- 
came with care, “I was right in not despairing.” 

“ What X see more clear^ than anything eiso, Is that you have banded 
th^two thousand certificates of etook over to this count again ) ** 

** Would you have preferred his summoning me to restore them to him ? ” 

i HOi I should have preferred it if you had made off to Jjondon with the 
hoard.’^ 

Yon must be mad ! 1 have no reason for disgracing myself, for I 
shall receive^a million to-night, which will enable me to pay up whatever 
may be necessary at the end of the month.” 

“In the first place you haven’t yet got the million, and in the next place 
you may*be called upon any day to refund it ; if I understand what you told 
me a little while ago, this hue gentleman doesn’t mean to opem a regular 
account with you.’” 

“ No, he does not, .but ho is my friend. If he were not, why should he 
voluntarily offer me this money ? You don’t understand,” added the baron, 
scornfully, “anything about the ways of gentle folk.” 

“That may be. 1 never have associated witli any gentleman but your- 
self.” 

H. Brossin’s reasons for not quarrelling with his clerk must have been 
powerful indeed, for he swallowed this insult without complaint. 

Shall I tell you why he so generously offered to help you out of your 
scrape ? ” resumed the cashier, returning to the subject of Alcamo. 

I do not ask your opinion on the subject.” 

“ But 1 mean to give it, all the same. Your count is a cunning fellow, 
who saw that you are in a muddle, and so as to get back his stock, which 
he thought in danger, he held you out a bait, which you gulped down. In 
other words, you have given the substance for the shadow.” 

The baron turned very pale, and his face clearly expressed the fear that 
hia cashier might bo right. “ No,” he muttered at JaH, “ Coimt d’ Alcamo 
is incapable of such a trick. He wouldn’t do anything so shameful. He 
has always shown a great interest in me and my family, an inteqipt which 
was certainly unfeigned, I am sure — ” 

“ Did you ever notice his eyes ? ” interrupted M. Bouscareau. 

“ More than you ever did, for you liave hardly had a chance to look at 
him. What’s the matter with his eyes ? ” 

“They look like those of a man whom we once knew — a long time 
ago^when we were young.” 

“ What do you mean by that ? ” growled the boron. 

“ Never mind. I shall keep that point to myself, but if you ever suffer 
from your dealings with tl\is Italian, remember that I warned you.” 

“ While you are about it, why don’t you say that he is going to waylay 
and murder us to-night ? ” 

“ I don’t know, but I shouldn’t be surprised if be did,” 

“Then you had better stay where you 4re, I wiU take my valet with 
me,” said H, Brossin, with vexation. 
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<< Excuse me, I shall go, and 1 wish to go, as 1 am as much inter- 
ested as you are in knoi»vittg what to think of this lender of millions. I*m 
not afraid of him, for 1 shall be quite even with him if he attempts to play 
U8arfli»4ricks.” 

you like. I only ask you to be polite to a man whose foiendship I 
higlity priae.** 

Oh ] don^t be afraid, 1 shali not open my lips; but if you want me to 
tell you what I think about his coming, why, I don^t believe he will as 
much as show his face.” 

Count d’j$!lcamo,*’ at tliis moment announced the ofiQice boy in the 
brown livery, much to M- Bouscareau’s discomfiture. 

The count came in, fresh, smiling, and lively. His appearance had the 
cfioct of briuhteniug up Baron Brosaiu, who, like his cashier, hod begun to 
think that he would not keep the appointment. ** Excuse me^ my dear 
baron,” said Aloamo, ** for being eaiiy. 1 have a great deal^to attend tb 
to-night, and as you are kind enough to accept of the little service I ofibred 
you, 1 am anxious to arrange matters at once.” 

** You are extremely kind, count,” said the baron in a voice full of 
emotion, ** and I cannot tell you how grateful I am to you.” 

“ Pray, let us say notliing about that. I have no merit in obliging you 
under the circumstances, for, let me tell you, you are realizing one of my , 
dearest wishes.” 

**I really cannot express — ” stammered M. Brossin. 

** Come, come, ” interrupted the count, laujghiiig. * * If one of your friends 
heard you thank me so warmly he might think that I was saving you from 
some catastrophe.” The baron winced. 'However,” added ,the count, 

“ it is, on the contrary, only a trifling loan. We Sicilians always feel grate- 
ful in exact proportion to the service rendered) and truly, a loan of a mere 
million to a man like you is a very small affair.” 

*^For an estabUshinent like mine the sum isn’t an enormous one, that’s 
true, but you have a way, count, of offering it that douUes its value,” 

“ You insist upon complimenting me, I see. Well, then, let me tell you 
that I am delighted to oblige one of the richest and most esteemed bankers 
in all Paris for a few days. It flatters my vanity as a petty citizen from a 
country of barbarians.” 

This time M. Brossin bowed without replying. The words for a few 
days ” had somewhat chilled his enthusiasm, ana he had noticed a sarcastic 
glance glren him by his cashier. “ Docs this ^ntleman know what w© are 
S)out to do ? ” now said the count, looking atlrouscareau. 

“Perfectly,” replied the baron. “I told him our plans after you left 
this morning.” 

“ You are then ready to help us in being porters?” asked Alcamo, in a 
lively tone. This question was addressed to the old clerk, who contented 
himself with growling a kind of affirmative reply. “Do you know that, 
to a cashier who is mainly accustomed to handling soft silky bank-notes, 
lifting all this gold udll oe a difficult Job ? ” continued the Count In the 
same tone. • 

“Oh J I have good arms,” replied Bouscareaii, who, since Aloamo bad 
appeared, had not ceased stealthily examining him, 

“ I see that, and I sincerely congratulate the baron on having a person 
like you about him. Ho tells me that you have been with him for many 
years.” 

, “ Twenty,” growled the cashier. 
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We are fellow countirymen and friends,” said M. Brosain, not sorry for 
a cbanoo to soothe hjs sntiy anboi'dinate. 

“Ah, indeed I you are from the same part ol ^e country?** exclaimed 
the count. “ I pan ufidersAand, then, why ydu have never parts^ In 
Sicily wo have that feeling to a great degree, and people from tne same 
village are apt to cling to one another, and-<^but excuse me, where were 
yon both born ? ” 

“Wo wore both born in a little town in the west of France, so obscure 
that yPu would not even recognise the name if I told it yon,” hastily 
^pHed the financier, , 

“I am not very well informed as to the geograpiiy of your provinccsi 
certainly, still I admire with all my hoarb this twenty years’ friendship 
fouuded on nintual esteem, for I am sure that Moiisieur — Alonsieur — ” 

“ Bouscareaii,” prompted the baron. 

“ That Mpnsieur Boiiscareau is as much attached to you as you are to 
him. All ! fidelity to old recollections is a beautiful trait 1 I told yon, 
baron, that in my country we always feel gratitude in proportion to the 
service rendered. That is because wo have good memories* Wo don’t 
forget eitlicr good or evil.*’ 

“ You do yourself injustice, count,” said the baron, wdth a view of being 
agreeable. “1 am sure that you are tpo generous not to forgive your 
enemies.” 

“ That is a very Christian precept, but we don’t always follow it, I’m 
afraid.” 

Alcamo said these worrls in a tone which would have startled the financici 
had he been less prejudiced in favour of his noble benefactor. However, 
the count now hastily changed the 'seonversation, exclaiming as he looke<l 
at the superb black marble clock wliich stood upon the mantelpiece *. “It 
is eight o’clock I See wdiat it is to be in pleasant company I Time passes 
and one does not perceive it, and I have let myself talk on. We ought to 
start now, ” 

“We are at your orders, count,” said Brossin, eagerly. “I will ring 
for lights.” 

It was growing dark and would soon be night. It seemed as though 
Alcamo had waited purposely to give the signal for departure. “ Will you 
allow me to ask,” said the banker, “whetiier Bouscareau need tfike any 
bags to carry away the money V ” 

“ Tliat is unnecessary. My doubloons, as I told you before, .ipre nicely 
packed in pretty little kegs, each of which holds just four thousand of these 
iiaudsome coins. Your cashier need only roll four of them to your carriage. ” 

“Three, you mean,” muttered M. Brossin, who seemed to be calculating. 

“ Yes, I think that will be a million or thereabout.” 

“It is customary to examine gold coins,” said Bouscareau, in a rough 
tone. f 

“I shall not object to that, my dear sir,” said the count, laughing ; 
“ you can open the kegs and even weigh the coins if you like. It will give 
you more trouble, that is all.” 

The baron gave a reproachful look at his cashier, and made haste to 
interfere. “ K^xcuse the notions of an old clerk, V said he, warmly. “I 
should never forgive myself for doubting you. Yon must know, Boiis- 
care^f, that twelve thousand doubloons at eighty-four francs make one 
inilKon eight thousand francs. Besides, the count’s word is enough,” 

. ^ As you plea&c/’' said the cashier, drily. 
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“ That reminds me,** resumed M. Brossln, ** that I must give you back 
eight thousand francs, and a receipt for a million, and I will now — *’ 

“ Why now? ** interrupted the count, Uking hold of M. Brossin’s arm 
as he was about to open one of the drawers of his desk ; “you can give me 
the dhlerenc© When you receive the million. I am quite of this genfleman’s 
opinion, that regularity is everything in business matters.** 

“ As you please, count.’* 

“ Let us go, then, gentlemen. My carriage is at the door.*’ 

The baron took up his hat with an eagerness that testified to his ardent 
wish to be off as soon as possible. Alcamo preceded him through the hall, 
an<l the cashier, who was behind, contrived to whisper to his employer tho 
significant words : “If things turn out badly, it will be your fault.’* 

M. Brossin silenoed him with an imperious gesture, and tlxey wont down 
stairs without further remark. The count’s handsome brougham stood at the 
door. A coachman, and a footman, each six feet high, sat on th6 box. 
The latter alighted as his master appeared, and opened th# door of tho 
vehicle. “ Tms is a well-appointed turn-out, cotxnt,'* said the banker, who 
thought himself a man of taste, “and I congratulate you on your perfect 
choice.” ^ . 

“ It is not my choice, if there is anything to praise. I told you that I 
hadn’t yet had time to get my establishment into proper order, so you see 
I am obliged to borrow a vehicle from a friend.” 

“ la it to this same friend’s house that we are going ? ” 

“Yes. Oh ! he knows how to choose handsome things, and you will 
admit that when you sec his place. I w'ill show it to you from garret to 
cellar.” 

While this dialogue was going on, they had all taken their Seats in the 
broiigliam, which would have held four persons easily. The fooUnun, 
h.'iviiig shut the door with great caro, got upon the box smiin, and the 
J»orse« set off at a brisk trot. Bouacareau had modestly installed biiRself fin 
the front seat opposite to the baron, who made himself small in order not 
to 1)0 in the way of his opulent companion. “ We shall not have a long 
drive if we go like this,” said M. Brossin, in a pleasant tone. 

“ t hope not, for, as I told you, I have other matters to attend to this 
evening, and I should like to finish with them.” 

“Oil, wo are quite near the Faubourg Saint-Germain.” 

“ My friend does not Jive in that neighbourhood,” 

“ In the Champs Elys(5cs, then ? ” 

“ No,'%ot there cither.” 

“ Ah ! I remember, you spoke of a large house and an immense park.” 

“ Yes, as he wanted space my friend has gone to live at tlie other end of 
PaTia,” 

“A capital idea!” cried the' baron, who felt disposed to approve of 
everything. 

“Yes, 1 think so, indeed. But my friend, I must confess it, is an odd 
sort yf man. You would think that you w^eve in a forest, in some old manor 
in Anjou or T^a Vendee. It is all very fine, but very gloqjny.” 

“ 8 till ho has the advantage of complete privacy. In our new streets, 
no matter how much one shuts one’s self up, everybody knows alllhat is 
going on in one’s house?’ ^ ' 

“ I assure you, baron, that n»y friend has nothing of that kind to fear. 
*A11 kinds of mmos might be committed in his house, and the neiglibours 
would be none the wiser.” 
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** It must be a nice place for a bandit chiefs then,'* exclaimed M* Broseiu, 
with a hearty laugh. 

Alcamo did not say anything in reply, and no one else ^oke. The 
brougham had gone with incredible rapidity along the bonlewd and the 
Eue Eoyale, over the Place de la Concorde and the bridge of the same 
name* and was now passing along the quay on the left bank of the Seine. 
Bouscareau looked Out at the window persistently ; bat his employer only 
thought of making himself agreeable. ** Shall I have the pleasui^e of being 
introduced to your friend this evening?** asked hci with unbounded 
Mfability. 

' course, baron, of course i My friend will be delighted to make your 

acquaiutan :o. He does not often receive oalls4n the evening, for when a 
man lives n :ar the Barri^re de Fontainebleau — ” 

The baron let an exclamation of surprise escape him. ** What 1 *’ he ex* 
claimed, “ are we going near the BarriCre de Fontainebleau ? ** 

“ Wo are.* But why are you so surprised ? ’* 

** I did not esraeot — ** began M. Brossin. 

“ To iind a muHonaire in that part of yaris ? I thought that I just told 
you that he was an eccentric kind of man.’* 

“ That is not what I was thinking of. I was thinking of a strange coin- 
cidence. Just fancy, count, one of my friends made an appointment with 
me, for to-night, in that very neighbourhood, where I have never set foot 
since I came to Paris. ’* 

“ What do you say, baron ? ** cried Alcamo, laughing, “ a friend expects 
you near tlie Fontainebleau gate ? For a prince of finance, you will admit 
tliat that is odd. ** 

Not more so than that your friend should have a ohS.teau in that part.” 

Oh ! that is quite different. My friend, in buying his chateau, looked 
out for space and oi>en air, two things which cannot be found in fashion- 
able streets ; but an appointment at night, in a deserted spot between some 
tavern and some omnibus office, that looks as though you were courting a 
‘ grisette,* and Madame Brossin, my dear baron, ought to keep her eye 
upon you.*’ 

All this was said laughingly, and yet an observer could have detected a 
certain amount of anxiety on the count’s face. Hi a gay tone, however, 
did not fail to produce its effect upon the banker, who at once forgot his 
mistrust. You are trying to rnuke me seem younger than I am, count,” 
said he, gravely, ‘*aiid I assure you that ‘grisettes* have nothing to do with 
the matter. It is an unpleasant business, and relates to what 1 told you 
with reference to my son.” 

‘‘Have you been promised soiqenewsof ydur dear Alfi-ed?” said the 
count, hiding his emotion. 

“ I have heard something, and my gloomy presentiments were only too 
well founded. Mv son is the victim of a plot, laid against him and against 
pie by scoundrels,” 

“ Jiow dreadful ! But go on, I pray, you cannot imagine how much I 
am interested iiiswhat you are telling me. ” 

“ Yes, count ; Alfred has been tiuccn, under, pretext of fighting a duel, 
In to of robbers, who intend to ask a ransom lor him.” 

“ W it possible ? 4t smacks of my native islanil That is the way that 
tiling go on in Sicily.” ^ 

“Sbe fact is that it is unheard ^of in Paris, and if I hadn’t the proof of 
it, if (1 kuQw the name of the scamp who has planned all this — ** 
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** What is his name, baron ? ” internipted the count ; “ tell me at once. 
I long to join you in delivering the captive.” 

Ijie brigand’s name is Monsieur de Monville, but he does not belong to 
the ancient family which once possessed the property wliioh 1 bought in 
Normandy. He is simply a vagabond from the same place, a poacher and 
a smuggler, and is trying to revenge himself upon me for having had him 
arresi^ for p^cjhing on my grounds.” 

Alcamo said nothing, and, fortunately for him, the interior of the 
brougham was not liglited up, for, this time, the look in his eyes would 
certmnly have betrayed him. M. Brossin’s sto^ opened an unexpected 
prospect, and he asked himself bow such information, combining truth with 
falsehood, could ever have rcaeheli the baron. “It is the same fellow,” 
now cried Brossin, “who was accused, lost November, of having murdered 
you.” 

“ And who, you told me, escaped. Bo you know that all this is bright* 
fill ? I cannot understand, however, what this incrediWe aifventure has to 
do with your appointment at the Barri^re de Fontainebleau.” 

“ It seems,” said M. Brossin, in a solemn tone, “ that this man lives near 
there. The person who told me about it will be waiting for me at midnighis 
to show me the den where my unfortunate son is confined, and enable m© 
to free him.” 

“I must go with you,” exclaimed the count. “ and I hope that you will , 
not refuse to let me do so, Monsieur Bouscareau is to go also I presume. ” 

“ Of course.” 

The cashier gave a sort of growl which might pass for an assent. He bad 
not opened his lips since they had started, but seemed greatly, interested ia 
following the course of the brougham. They were still going at the same 
speed, and had already reached the quay of La Tournelle. 

“ I shall tell my friend,” resumed Alcamo, “ that there is a den of 
robbers in his neighbourhood. Tho deuce 1 I shall begin to feel uneasy 
about ray little treasure if we don’t succeed in freeing the neighbourhood 
of these scoundrels, without counting the pleasure of finding our dear Alfred 
again. I presume that you will summon the police to help you to collar 
these scamps ? ” 

“ I don’t know. The person who warned me thought that it would be 
best to say nothing that would cause a scandal, and if it is possible we 
shall—” 

“ Bo without the authorities ? Tliat can be done. My friend will help 
you if need be, and even without him there will be four of us, counting the 
person who expects you. Might I venture to ask to whom you owe all this 
valuable information and help ? ” 

If the banker could have felt the beating of Alcamo’s heart, he would 
have guessed all the importance that he attached to his reply, but M. 
Brossin was not cunning enough to guess what interest actuated the count. 
Still leas could he guess what were the feelings of the Sicilian noble as re- 
gards the nephew of M. dc Mathis. “ The person who expects me is one 
with whom you arc very well acquainted,” replied *A\e baron, without 
hesitating, “ and I am certain that you won’t doubt his testimony or dis- 
trust his help. It is Monsieur Jules Noridet,” he added in the tone of a 
person making a confidential communication. 

“ 1 was sure of it ! ” thou&t the count, and he added aloud : “ Oh, if 
that gentleman told you all wiis, I don’t entertain a shadow of doubt about 
it, and I shnll be delighted tOact with bin?. H will, besides, be a good oppor- 
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tunifcy to renew my acquaijitanee with him, for I have not seen him since 
we stayed together at the Chateau of Monville, You say that he expects 
you at midnight ? ” 

“ At midnight exactly, in the street.’^ 

“That is all right, and wo shall have time to move the gold beforehand. 
I,, did intend going somewhere else to-night, baron, but I would willingly 
neliimltish my plans to see that dear Monsieur Noriclct again. You know 
that I was always interested in him, and i am glad to learn that he is still 
qn intimate terms with you.” 

'•He came to see me to-day. You almost met him at mj^ office.” 

Alcamo mentally thanked heaven for having preserved him fmm the man 
to whom ho did not as yet wish to reveal the fact of his survival. “ The 
project which we spoke about has some chance of succeeding then,” 

This alhision to the possibility of a marriage between NoFidet and Hen- 
riette was perfectly understood by M. Brossin, who could not refrain from 
sighing. At the same time ho nudged Alcamo to let him know that he ditl 
not wish to speak almut Henriette in the presence of Bouaenroan, who was 
now leaning against the door of the brougham and reaching his hand out- 
side. . 

“ Wliat is the matter, my dear sir ?” said the count, leaning over to the 
same side. 

“1 don’t feel very well,” growled Bouscareau, quickly withdrawing his 
hand, with which h^fcad been engaged in feeling fot‘ the door-handle. 

•• Indeed ! Would you like to get out ? Shall I tell the coachman to 
stop at a chemist’s ? ” 

“ No, thank you. No matter,” replied the cashier, who would greatly ^ 
have preferred to get away. 

“ We shall soon arrive, and at my friend’s you can have wdiatever you 
wish.” 

•• I do not see any chemist’s,” remarked the baron, after looking into the 
street. 

The brougham had left the quays, and w-as rolling rapidly past -a high 
wall, with gates at intervals here and there. 

“ Is not that the Jarclin des ITjmtes on our left ? ” said the baron, 

“ I don’t know, indeed,” replied the count. I have never called at my 
friend’s house, except in a vehicle, and 1 have seldom noticed wliut wo" 
passed on the way. I know that we coming near, however, for now I 
remember that fountain.” 

He pointed to a little fountain in an inclosure in front of a hoiisc at the 
corner of the Kue Cuvier. Bouscareau bad ceased wi iggling about, and 
now seemed interested in following his employer’s fortunes to the end. He 
was, perhaps, thinking of running off wlien the carriafre stopped at the 
door of the house belonging to the count’s friend. The fcirou, on the con- 
trary, seemed gayer and gayer as they drew nearer to thq wished-for mil- 
lion. He made no end of polite speeches to which Alcamo ivOw only replied 
by monosyllables. The two bays seemed to understand M. BiHiSBin’s fm- 
patience, for theywent faster than the famous Russian trotters of the 
Orloff breed, and the coachmati drove them with great skill through 
many winding streets. Suddenly, however, the carriage stopped a 

house of ordinary appearance, and at once pp,8ssed muter an ol'ohway, the 
door of which abruptly closed before Bouscareau had time to alight. 
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yot7 see, gentlemen,” said' Alcamo, “ that I was right in saying that wo 
had not far to go, for here w© are. ” 

** Have we arrived ? ” asked M. Br<ossiti, not a little surprised at the 
silence and the darkness* 

** Yes ; the brougham is stopping, and we con got out.” 

In fact, after going rapidly under a rather long archway, the horses had 
stopped near an open iron gate. Bouscareau hod not taken his eyes off the 
door of the vehicle, and, spite of his real or feigned indisposition, he saweveipy^ 
tliingperfectly Well. He realised that imy attempt at flight was now impos- 
sible. The door of the archway had been closed with remarkable promptness, 
and the walls around were high. The gigantic footman camo to the 
door, and the cashier hastily alighted. He was followed by Mu Brossln, w*bo 
now bog^n to feel somewhat uneasy. The count stepped to the gtornid in 
his turn, and after a word to the man in livery, he exclaimed gaily : “Well, 
isn’t my friend eccentric ? See how lonely it is here ? l^ook at those gn at ^ 
trees. One. would think that this place was a hundred leogpj^ Irotn the * 
Boulevard Haussmann.” 

“ The fact is,” muttered the banker, “ that I hardly expected— 

“ So plain an entrance ? 1 daresay not, for the around us look 

like some guard -house or factory. That is another imtion of my friend’s, 
He does not wish to be near the street at any point, and his house is ovti* 
there at the end of the grounds. ” 

The deuce ! the kegs will have a long journey of it,” said M. Brossin, 
endeavouring to jest, for I suppose that Bouscareau will have to roll them 
to the carriage.” 

“ Oh, don’t be alarmed. The brougham will w^ait for us at a back dbor, 
near the ch.Ueau— for a chateau it is. You can see the ttrrrets from here, 
above the pine-treca.” 

The baron raised his eyes, and was looking at the mass of vcrdttt^ whi( h 
barred his view when the rumble of the brougham made him turn his head. 
3’ho footman had climbed on to the box again, the coachman was whippii^g 
up his horses, and the vehicle, after making a wide sweep hi tlie most skil- 
ful manner, once more disappeared under tJie archw’ay. The dopr opened 
to allow it to pass out, and then closed again, but no one appeared. M. 
Brossin found himself alone with his faithful cashier and hiS nbblc friend, 
in a square courtyard, with "three outhouses, all of them silent ^4 dai k. 

A low gate separated this courtyard from a park full of trees, M^hich stiri^d 
in the faint oi'ening breexe. It w^as a melancholy picture, to say the least, 
and the baron thought it perfectly lugubrious. He instinctively drew 
nearer to Bouscareau who clutched his stick and gnimblcd to himself. 

“Baron,” said Alcamo, suddenly, “ITl wager that you area little bit 
afraid ? ” 

“ .Afrakl of 1^'hafc?” exclaimed the banker; ** what shopld I fear, count? ” 
And so spying he forced a laugh, but the trembling Of nis voice belied his 
assumed gaiety. 

“Oh, I don’t doubt your courage,” resumed the count, “but, with a 
Parisian accustomed to gaslights, aud ta the stir of the boulevards, 2 fancy 
that tibis wild place must cause a nervous chill.” 

You forgot that 1 am from the country,” said the baron, somewhat > 
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roasftured. “ I was ouce a thorough countryman, arid I assure you that 
there arc plenty oi groves where I came from.** 

“No clouhtl*’ exclaimed Alcamo, with well -affected simplicity, “you 
did tell me that you came from a village — or were brouglit up at a— a 
di^teaii, I think you said, in the west of hVance.” 

“All this is not attending to business,” said Bouscarcau, roughly. “I 
must be at my desk to-morrow at nine, and I doii^t care to pass the night 
out of doors.** 

“ Excuse mo, my dear sir, we will make up for lost time at once. * Time 
is money,’ say the English ; to-night, time is gold, and Spanish gold, 
into the bargain.’* v 

“ Charming J very good indeed ! ** laughed the baron, but wi^h an im- 
mense effort, 

“Now I think of it, my worthy Monsieur Bouscareau,'* asked Alcamo, 
“ what ‘Of your indisposition ? Has it passed off? I am inexcusable for 
not inquiring «aboiit your health.” 

* ‘ Thank you. The open air has revived me, ” replied the cashier, rouglily . 

“ Ah 1 so much the better. Seeing you so strange. 1 thought that you 
had suddenly been taken seriously ill. It would have been a bad time, 
just as the baron needed you to remove the money.” 

Bouscareau remained as silent as an owl, but stamped impatiently, tap- 
ping his cane upon the i)avement. “ Well, if we are going to take the gold 
away we have but little time left us,” said the baron, “ mr we have other 
things to attend to to-night.” 

' ‘ A great many, indeed, baron, a great many, and it is time to set about 
them. Be kind enough to follow me. I will show you the way.” 

Going ahead of his companions, the count now entered the park. The. 
banker and his subordinate followed, keeping close to one anotlicr ; for, in 
point of fact, they were not at ease. Their guide led tliem along a tortuous 
path, bordered with shrubs and thorn-bushes, and walked on rapidly like a 
person familiar with the place. Indeed, M. Brossiu covffd scarcely keep up 
with him, and, if he had dared, he would rather have w'alked more slowly. 
As for the cashier, who was by no means an active man, h§ grumbled to 
himself as much about the baron who had led him into this ijdventurc as 
about Alcamo, who seemed to him more and more suspicious. The night 
was not very dark, and for a time they could easily see their way ; but, 
after various turns, they reached a part of the park whore the tall trees 
formed a veritable dome of foliage overheatl. 

“Count,” now said the banker in a tone which revealed his terror, “ we 
are losing sight of you.” 

“Oh! wo are almost there. Don’t be disturbed, my dear baron,” said 
Alcamo, without stopping. 

Bouscareau now nudged his employer, aud said to him in a low tone : 
“ Shall 1 knock him down ? 1 have my cudgel, aud can take a good grip at 
him as well.” # 

“ You are mad ! hold your tongue I *’ replied M. Brossin, in the same 
tone. 

Either the counf overheard this short dialogue, or else he was reaching 
the goal, at all events, ho walked still faster and was soon ten paces ahead. 
Bouscareau, to keep up with him, made as long strides as his legs allowed 
of, hut suddenly he saw him vanish behind a lofty oak. When he Caihe 
up, panting, to the tree, no one was in sight. “ Where has he gone now ? ” 
grumbled tlis irascible cashier. 



HIS GREAT REVENGE. 


113 


** Count ! Count ! ” called Brosain, as loudly as he could, but no one re- 
plied. Bouacareau, less mtient than his master, unhesitatingly rushed into 
the thicket, l>randishmg his cudgel. But he wafe iinmediatSy stopped by 
the brambles, and pricked his bands so badly, tlubt be began to howl like a 
wolf in a trap. The baron went to bis help, however, and succeeded in 
freeing him ; but when he had done so and they were again side by side on 
the path they were no better off, for their guide had utterly vanished, and 
this evidently premeditated disappearance, on his part, waa indeed calcula- 
ted to alarm them. 

“ What is the meaning of this ?** muttered M. Brossin.' 

“ It means, by a thousand thunders I that, thanks to your stupid credub 
ity, we have been fools enough to let ourselves be catight in apertect trap.” 

This insulting reply did not rouse M. Brossin to anger. He was so obm- 
plctely bewildered that he could only lean against the oak tree and utter 
incoherent words, ‘*It is incredible! it is unheard of! — ^butno*! the 
count is my friend — he will return.” • 

' “ Yes I advise you to wait for him I ” replied Bouscareau. have no 
inclination to be dispatched by the cut-throats ho has gone in search of, and 
I am going to try to get out of here.” 

*‘We will try together,” exclaimed thp baron with an eagerness that 
proved his alarm. “You surely wouldn*t desert me hero, my dear old 
comrade.” 

“Let us be off, then ; but remember, from this moment, 1 expeetto be the 
master. If you don’t obey me as you obeyed the Mar< 3 [uis de Champituc4, X 
siiall leave you, and then you can get out of the scrape in the best way you 
can.” 

Was it the name that Bouscareau had just mentioned, or was* it the fear 
of remaining alone that acted upon M. Brossin ? At all events he uttered a 
lamentable groan. “Oh, heavens ! ” he sighed, following his cashl^, “ who 
could have dreamed of such treachery, and with what motive, Bouscareau, 
with what motive ? ” 

“ You ask me that ? ” said the cashier ; “it isn’t hanl to guess, however, 
and you had more sense in former times. Don’t you understand that this 
rascally Italian has drawn you here with Ris million as a bait, having pre- 
viously recovered his stock, and that he now means to treat you just as 
your son was treated yesterday ? Don’t you see that Monvillo and he be- 
long to the same gang ? ” 

“ We are lost ! we are lost I ” muttered M. Brossin. “ What shall we do ? 
Good heavens ! what will become of us ? ” 

“ Hold your tonguo and come on ! ” said Bouscareau in an imperative 
tone. 

The baron obeyed. He clutched at the skirt of the cashier’s overcoat and 
let himself be led onward. They had not gone twenty paces when they 
camo to a pathway, beyond which there rose up an isolated building, 
Bouscareau stopped short, andM. Brossin, in terror, seized hold of his arm, 
and said in a low tone : “ Chance has brought us to the chitoau. Let us 
retreat ! ” # 

“ That would do no good. Let us stay, on the contrary, and look about 
us.” 

The moon had just risen, and by its light, glinting athwart the branches 
of the trees, one could distinguish the form of the building, so strangely #et 
ih this wild wpod. Hot a sound was td be heard nor was there , any jn^ht 
at the windows* “ The place seems to me to be deserted,”, said the cashier, 
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who added, saappiug his fingers: **So much the better I Wecauhitio 
here riutil to-morrow moruiug, aud at daylight we shall be able to get out of 
this place. ” 

M, Brossin no longer listened, however. He was bitsy exaininitig tlio 
chateau and its surroiuidhigs. His eyels W'andered from the ^iuted towers 
at the corners to the pities which danked it on the right and left, and he 
muttered : “ What a strange resemblance ! ” 

“ Wliat’s the matter now ? ” demanded Bouscareau ; ‘i what resemblance 
are you talking about ? ” 

“ Don’t you see, over there, that avenue of pines ? Look at those pointed 
towers and those ogival windows, and that pointed roof.” 

Well, what of it ? ” . 

** Don’t you see it is exactly like, like — ** 

“ Like what ? You set me wild ! ” 

“ 'J'hc manor of Champtoc^,” said the baron, lowering his voice still 
more. * 

This remark undoubtedly stirred Bonscareau’s memory, for he Lo-uinblod : 

That’s true ! — those towers and trees; yes — yes — it was like that — over 
there.” 

“ WJiat in heaven’s name can it mean ? ” sighed M, Brossin. 

“Bah ! all chateaux arc alike.” 

“ Ko ! no I not all. 1 never saw any like the manor. It looks as though 
it had been brought here, stone by stone, and built up here again beside 
those aged pines.” 

“Come, now, don’t let’s have any more of that talk,” said the caslner, 
authoritatively. “ We did not coino here to study landscapes and archi- 
tecture. We must decide on what w'c mean to do.” 

“ I have no courage left me to dfcide,” said the baron, iu a ydteous (one. ' 

“All right I I will decide for you. We will get into this barracks here, 
somehow or other, aud try to find a comer Uy hiile iu till to-morrow.” 

“ But that will be running into the liou’s mouth.” 

“ Pci’haps so, but we have no choice.” 

“We might try to — ” 

“To what ! to get out of the grounds? That would be madness. The 
Italian did not bring us here to play blindman’s-bufF in his jiark, ami he 
liasu’t been mad enough to leave the gates open. If w'o amuse our&clvcs iu 
groping about we shall lose precious time, and be found by the robbei n, 
who will soon be here in full force.'’ 

“ They will find us still more easily in the chfltcau.” 

“ That isn’t so certain, for it is the last idace where they will think of 
looking for us.” 

“ Suppose w^e meet them there ? ” 

“ It will amount to the same thing, then. Either this place is luiiii habi- 
ted, and in that case we can barncade ourselves inside, or else there. is 
someone inside; and we may meet with a scamp, less rascally than his 
follows, and make terms with him. Have you any money about you ? ” 

“ I — I don’t litfow,” stammered the baron, so frightened that he no longer 
knew what he Avas saying, “ Ah ! yes — I remember that I put a thousaiul- 
franc-note in my pocket-book this morning, and I have abotit ton louis in 
gold ! ** 

“ Good J with twelve hundred francs on#can bribe a man. I have saine- 
thing in my pocket-book, too,” added Bouscareau, who did not care to 
specify the amount, “ and between us both we shall be awfully unlucky if 
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wo cannot save out akins. The only thing is to come across a fellow of the 
right sort.” 

The cashier’s reasoning made some impression upon Monsieur Brossin, 

“ .So you think,” said he, “ that those people c6uld be bribed ? ” 

“ YovS, of course 1 ” 

“ Well I don’t know why, but I believe there is some revenge in all tliis, 
and that the count is not actuated by cupidity.” 

“ Cnpidity or not, he has brought us into the same trap as he had 
already laid for your son, and I see no other way of getting out of the 
mess. ” 

“ My poor Alfred 1 I had forgotten him,” the baron now acknowledged. 

“ Ah I if I had only listened to Monsieur J ules Noridot 1 ” 

Jules’s name inspired Bouscareau with a fresh idea. ** At what hour were 
you to meet Noridet ? ” he asked abruptly. • 

“ At midnight exactly.” * 

“ Well it is past ten now, and though I have no rerofemhrance of the 
roundabout way by which we came, I will venture to say that this park 
mu.^t be near the B.arrriere de Fontainobleari. The best thing for us to do, 
then, will be to hide in some corner of this building. Meanwhile, the 
Italian and his gang will search for us through the grounds, and it is likely 
tiuit in an hour and a half from now they will be tired eitongh of' looking, 
I’lien, just at midnight, we can creep out softly and try to find our way to 
the place where Noridet will he waiting. We must keep close to the wall, 
and when once we are there, I’ll undertake to make noise enough for him 
to hear us.” 

“ Indeed,” muttered M. Brossin, that seems our only resource, and if 
you foci sure — ” 

“ I’m not sure of anything, but I think I have said enough. So much 
the worse for you if you don’t think so yourself. I shall leave you wlnn e 
you arc and go into the place alone.” 

I’he baron found nothing to reply to this ultimatum, and preparctl, 
ti cinbling, to follow the daring Bouscareau. During all this talk notliing 
li id stirred inside the chtltcau, and this prolonged silence seemed a favour- 
able sign to the hanker. Both of the wanderers advanced with all sold.? of 
precautions under the trees which extended almost to the walls of the de- 
8^ rted house. M. Brossin reflected that if the count had really meant to 
kill him, he had had time to do so ten times over, and abundant opportunity 
if he had been concealed in the thickets amid which he had so suddenly 
disappeared ; still for all that the financier was not reassured, but began 
to think that there was some plot afoot of which hd could not understand 
the purpose. Wlien they had reached the main entrance of the chateau, 
Bouscareau stopped to look and listen before entering the open vestibule. 
'J'he'moon had slowly risen above the tree-tops and its rays now fell full 
upon an escutcheon above the doorway. A shudder ran through M. Broa- 
siii’s frame. “ Look 1 ” he whispered in the cashier’s ear, it is like 
C'liamptoce ! ” 

“ That proves that the architect must have travelled ’Tn Anjou,” said 
Bouscareau, sarcastically. “But if we amuse ourselves in serntinixing all 
tlic stones in the building, wc shall never find a place to hide ourselves in.” 

The unhappy baron said no ^nore, still he trembled like a leaf as he 
followed his cashier up the steps. All within was silent. There were whle 
gaps in the vanlteu walls of the hall, either bec.ause the building was not 
complete or was falling into decay. The daring cashier soon found a . 
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ftpital staircase leading to tlie upper floor, and he was about to ascend it, 
when suddenly he also observed some steps which led below— no doubt to 
the cellars of the building. At this eight he no longer hesitated, The re- 
treat below ground seemed t6 him the safest, so he said in a low tone to the 
baron : ** This is just what we want. We will crouch down like rabbits in 
a warren, and the devil himself won’t be able to And us.’’ 

M. Brossin, who was shaking from head to foot, replied : *^No, no ! I 
dare not,” 

‘‘Good-nijgjht, then 1 I am going down/* growled the cashier, pulling 
the flaps of his overcoat from the baron’s grasp. 

Don’t you remember a spiral staircase like that, and some old steps 
like these ? ” persisted his employer, 

** That nonsense again ? ” hissed Bouscareau. 

“ Yes, this is the way ; it is the very way by which we went down into 
the cellars aj; Champtoc6.” 

“ Enough ! enough 1 ” replied the old clerk, who was more disturbed 
than he cared to adinit. 

“It was just such a night as this,” resumed the baron, shaking with 
terror, “Yon remember how the moon shone through the bars of tlie grat- 
ing, and you thought that the shade of one of the tall pines in the avenue 
was the shadow of the old marquis’s groom. ” 

The reminiscence was sufficiently out of place to throw the baron’s com- 
panion into a violent rage. “ The devil take you and all cowards like you, 
as it did your groom and your marquis! You’re afraid of ghosts, it seems ! 
Listen ! and this is the last thing that I have to say. Will you follow me 
or will not ? If not, go about your busiiiess, and let me get out of all 
this in my own way ! ” 

“lam coming 1 I am coming 1 ” groaned M. Brossin, who would have 
rather followed nis companion into Hades tl»an have Vieen left alone. 

Bouscareau, without another word, then began to go down, and the 
ba^nker followed as well as he was able. At the nfth step the two explorers 
found themselves in utter darkness, which increased M. Brossin’s fears ; 
but Bouscareau did not stop, and, after a few moments spent in feeling his 
way, he found a smooth flooi’ing. They had reached the bottom of the 
steps. The cashier now extended his hand, and touched some walls of 
rough masonry. “Let ua go on,” said he, in a low tone. 

“ We had better stay hero,” muttered M. Brossin. 

** Ko, no ; it is too near the door.” 

Indeed gusts of cold air blew in their faces, and a kind of confused buzz 
occasionally reached thdlr ears. 

“ Do you hear that ? ” said the baron, in a low tone. 

“I hoar the wind in the pines, and I feel it. It shows that there is some 
other exit from these vaults, and that we had better keep on,” 

“It is more and more like Champtoo^,” sighed the baron. “ The corri- 
dor turned to the right, and the vaults where w'e found the nuirquis’s gold 
had an opening, you know, at the foot of the eastern tower.” 

Hold your fflngue or I’ll strangle you ! ” growled the cashier as they 
again went on. 

They had not gone twenty paces, however, before they came to a wall, 
against which they almost feU ; still on turning aside they found the wky 
clear. M. BrossinJiad guessed correctly. The corridor turned to the right- 

“ Look 1 ” said be. 

B^for# them there was a faint light. It was evident that there was still 
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another turn, and that the light came from beyond the comer. Them*— 
it W&B there.” the baron murmured, **the vault was lighted like that on 
the night of the 11th of September, and it is the marquis —the marquis 
himseii who now awaits us 1 ” 

By way ^ repl^ Bouscareau clutched hold of the baron’s'wrist so fiercely 
that his nails ran into his flesh. This energetic warning had the efieot of 
malting M. Brossin hold his tongue. As they drew nearer to the light the 
two night-prowlers were able to distinguish various objects. They saw 
that on their right, on the side from which the inexplicable light apptored, 
there was a high gap in the wall and Bouscareau thought that the wished- 
for hiding-place must be there, so he went forward faster than before. On 
coming to this strango-looking breach, however, he began to think that 
they had found the place where the Italian stored his treasures. Still it 
seemed hardly likely that the ill-intentioned nobleman should have made a 
liole in the wall to remove those famous doubloons in whic|i Bousoai’cau 
had but little faith. As for M. Brossin, his mind was altogoter occupied 
with tlie resemblance of this spot to a terrible scone in his past life, and, 
in spite of the fear he felt of his accomplice he muttered once more : 
“ The gap, don’t you remember ? You handled the pick-axe yourself and 
the marquis’s gold — is there.” 

“If it is wo will take it, just as we look it at Champtoc6,” again growled 
the exasperated Bouscareau. ** Let us begin by hiding in this hole, as it is 
on our wajy. ” 

Then without caring in the least for M. Brossin, who strove to bold him 
back, he passed through the breach — but suddenly an unexpected noise 
made him stop short. A loud sneezing was heard and eoUoed loudly 
through the vaulted passage. The baron started as though a bomb bad 
burst at his feet, and clung to the wall with out'Spread arms, his moutii 
open and his hair on end. This time there could be no possible mistake. 
The vault was inhabited, and it was clear that one or more persons were 
there. Bouscareau, who at first thought that they had come upon some 
guardian of the treasure, soon changed his mind, 

“ God bless you, old man,” said some person in a hoarse voice to the in- 
dividual who had sneezed, by way of congratulating him on not having 
broken a blood-vessel in doing so. 

“ Wo are lost I they are coming 1 ” groaned the baron* 

“ Hold your tongue and listen ! We may, x>crhap8, bo saved.” 

“ I sba’n’t be blessed till I’m out of hero, and I’d like to be ofT at once,” 
replied another voice, hoarser than the first which the baron and Boiiacar- 
eau had overheard. ** 

“ You’re always as merry as a cricket, Dry bones,” resumed the first 
speaker, “ but I think that if ever we get out of this den it’ll be to take a 
drive in a prison van.” 

“ That’s all your fault. Why did youjjring that cursed dandy into the 
job ? If we hadn’t been delayed in getting over the wall, vve should have 
Iiad-three times as much leisure as we wanted to rob the cellar and bolt 
with the pile.” • 

“ Hold your tongue, you idiot ! We should have been in quod yester- 
day, if it hadn’t been for him. Don’t you see we are being kept here till 
papa and mamma come to fetch him 1 ” 
k* Well, what good will thatllo us ? Sha’u’t w© have^ pay^the piper all 
the same ? ” • 

That isn’t sure ! ” 
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•* And this ia a nice hole, ain’t it now ? Straw, a four pound loaf, and 
water for. those as want a drink I ’* 

P^rapa you’d like to have your dinner brought from the Caf4 Anglais, 
snobby ? ” 

“ Hang it all ! if I only had a drop of something stiff to wet my whistle 
with.” 

“Just shut it up, that whistle of yours ! Do like Iho dandy who sleeps 
it off. Just cock your eye on him. Doesn't he look as though he was 
snoring on a feather-bed ? ” 

“Oh, it’s the fright he had, and besides, ho hasn’t quite recovered from 
his booze of the day before yesterday ; wait till he opens his peepers, and 
then you’ll hear him mew.” 

This elegant conversation was followed by a spell of silence. The re.- 
inarks.of the hoarse individual had undoubtedly convinced his companion 
for nothing but snoring was soon heard. The stupefaction of the baron vl^as 
beyoi.d expression, and even Bouscarcau had forgotten tho pliglit they 
were in. The presence of the two individuals 'who had been talking slang 
together, and who complained of being detained as prisoners, their allu- 
sions to a recent feat in scaling a wall, and their plana for breaking into a 
vault — all this was an enigma whicdi the tw'o wanderers failed to under- 
stand. Bouscareau concluded, however, that the speakeis must 1)C con- 
fined, or at all events tied up, and that, consequently, there was nothing 
to fear from them. He thought that by listening to them, should they 
speak again, something might be found out, ns to the chflteau itself, and so 
he seated himself upon one of the loose stones, making the baron d(» tho 
same. He had not long to wait to hear some more, for one of the interesting 
gentlemen, who had been using the refined language of the galleys, suddenly 
began speaking again : “ There’s one thing that sticks in my throat,” said 
he after a noisy cough, “that is, w'hy did tho man of this shop let us oil, 
and not blow off our heads with that turning thing of his, that wdiat's its 
name, you know ? ” 

“ His revolver,” anortexl the other. 

“ Yes. Why did he fire in tlie air, instead of breaking our skulls, when 
he found us in his grounds ? ” 

“He can’t know the law 1 It was a case of lawful self-defence, by 
night, in an occupied house. I know the code, but those tip-top folks 
know nothing.” 

“ Well, I think that he had some plan in his head I You saw how the 
flunkeys ran cut of every corner to catch us ? ” 

“Yes, and the tall chap who ordered them about, called out ; ‘Como 
here, my friends, here they arc ! ’ ” 

“It shows that it was ail planned, and they were expecting somebody to 
stick them in the dark.” 

“ And then who! a face the master made, when the servants found tb.c 
S’w^ell spread out under the wall.” 

“Yes, he laughed, and he rubbed his iiands just as wo should have done, 
you and me, if *»we’d had a chance to run a s'U'ell or a bobby into a 
corner.” 

“ Well, I fancy there’s politics in it all, and that we’ll get off scot free? ” 

“ Oh, yes ! vrith fifteen years at Cayenne 1 ” 

“ Booh ! that marquis doesn’t care to let the polico pry into his affairs.*-” 

‘ * Why don’t he let ns bolt, then ? ” 

^ He’ll do it 1 . Didn’t you hear the old chap, who brought us our 
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rations yesterday, say : * You must make this last till to-morrow evening. 

I shall come back to fetch you during the night? ’ 

** Well, it’s the night-time now, but that chap doesn’t show up. I’m half 
afraid he means to starve us oiit.^’ 

No, that can’t be ; if he had meant to set:^e us he’d have done so a- 
forc now. ” 

Bouscareau did not lose a syllable of all this, and all his faculties were 
on a strain to solve the problem which was now gradually growing some- 
what clearer. The baron listened with the liveliest interest. He almost 
forgot his fears, or rather their nature changed, for some of the remarks 
made by these rasdals awoke fresh anxiety in his mind. It was evident 
that the speakers were in a dungeon or something similar, and it was also 
clear that their prison was lighted up, and. that the light that could be 
distiuguished came from seme peepAoJe, or from between the bars of a 
grating. Bouscareau also noted all this, and began to plan the next step 
lie would take. “All the same now,” said tlie husky voied*, “ I’d like a 
smoke, but my pipe got broke when I was fighting with the flunkeys.” 

“ It’s just like prison, here, tobacco is forbidden ; but I don’t care ! To* 
morrow we shall take the air, and even if we have to deal with tiie bobbies 
wo’U cheat them, never fear ! ” 

SShut up ! you jaw so loud that you’ve gone and woke thfe swell, so 
you have ! ” 

“Oh ! how I suffer I ” now sung out a piteous voice. 

“ You’ve got a learleii cap on, ain’t you now ? Well, that’s the fault of 
driuk. Oh 1 it won’t hurt you,” sneered one of the burglars. 

“ Oh ! what a trap I’ve fallen into ! ” resumed the mournful prisoner. 
“ Oh, if I had only listened to Vcrgoncey ! ” ^ 

“Alfred! it is Alfred’s voice,” said the baron, who, in an outburst of 
paternal affection, forgot that Bouscareau had urged him to he silent. 

The cashier seized his imprudent employer by the throat, and was sull 
holding him wlieu one of the burglars exclaimed: “Alia! somelxxlys 
coming. Oon’t be bashful. The cloth is laid. When there’s enough for 
three there’s enough for four. Come on ! ” 

The cnahier uttered a frightful oath on hearing tiffs gracious invitation. 
The conversation which had been overheard was far from reassuring, and 
Bouscareau realised that the fellows near by were robbers of the worst 
description. However, Alfred was now heard exclainjing, in melodramatic 
fashion; “Whoever you may be, come to the help df au unfortunate 
victim of banditti ! ” 

“ What I what ! haaiditti,” said the husky villain. “Why do you sneer 
at us like that, snobby ? ” 

The baron, who could not endure this, darted to the rescue of his off 
spring. Bouscareau stooped to take a pickaxe which lay near tlie gap, and 
both went forward. A most unexpected sight met their eyes as thev 
turned the corner of the wall. Ten steps ahead, a vault was Adsibic, 
separated from the passage by a strong iron grating Those inside 
could be distinctly seen )>y the light of a lamp Imngipg itorn the ceiling 
There was a pitcher of water, some black bread, and some damp straw. 
The picture presented recalled the fourth act of “La Tour do Keslc,” 
with the exception that young Alfred, in no wise, resembled Buridau ot 
romantic memory, Bouscareau at once thought that in these doubtful 
‘prisoners of .Count d’Alcamo he might find auxiliaries, and he did not in 
the least care about their morals so long as their arms Y^ere strong, 
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appearance of the banker and his subordinate was hailed with an outburst 
of cries, and varied observations. Kisiiij; up and setting their hideous 
faces against the grating, tlie prowlers with whom Alfred bad so imprud- 
ently made acquamtance at Madame Roubion’s, looked like hvenas at the 
Jardin des Plantes, and the dandy in the corner was not unlike a monkey 
fallen among wild beasts. ** Oh ! what a head I cried out Oie tall, thin 
man. Where did you come from, eh ? Have you come with permission 
for us to get out of here ? ” 

Don’t go into £ts,” said the short, fat burglar) ^Mt’s only some first- 
class detectives. ” 

Boxiscareau was about to address a few feeling remaps to his audience, 
when the tender Alfred, who had recognised his parent, dragged himself to 
the bars, groaning : Papa ! papa ! save me I save me ! ” 

The baron, in a gush of sensibility, wished to pass his arms through the 
bars, but his terrible cashier held him back. 

“iliat’a ri^htl” sneered the tall, thin man, ** don’t let him come too 
near. It isn’t allowed to torment the animals.” 

“Come, now, old chap 1 What do vou want with your brat?” cried out 
the shoi't) hairy man. ** What a lucky scamp he is to have a papa as well- 
off as you!” 

These objurgations might liave lasted much longer in the same style had 
not Bouscarcau undertaken to cut them short. **Hold your tongues ! I 
only want you to stop your noise and tell mo whether you want to get out 
of this place or not. ” 

“ Get out? I should say we did ! Wo are expected this evening in the 
Faubourg Saint-Germain, at a swell party,” replied the thin burglar, who 
was of a facetious turn of mind. 

** Speak up 1 ” said the other, “ well answer you because you look like a 
good-natured chap, so you do. ” 

** Who shut you up in here? ” demanded the cashier. 

** What a question!” sung out both of the scamps at once. “Why, 
the master of the place, a tall chap with a solid fist of his own and fiery 
eyes.” 

“ Dark, broad-shouldered, with white teeth? ” said the baron. 

“Just so, Fatty.” 

“ Good ! it must be the count,” mutterea Bouscareau. “ What were you 
going to do ? ” 

“ Break in, of course. Do you think that we run the risk of Cayenne 
merely -to ‘ pick cherries ? ’ ” 

“ \Vhere did you find this young man? ” 

“ Find him? It was he that came to fetch us to tell us where to find the 
* shiners.’ It seems the master of the house is his friend, for he knew the 
right spot, BO he did. ” 

“ It isn’t true ; they brought me here by force,” groaned the unlucky 
Alfred. 

“ What ! do you dare to say that this lad is your accomplice ? ” asked 
the cashier, deteemiped to get at the truth. 

“ A little bit, as you say. If ho hadn’t told us, we should never have 
known that there was a vault full of gold in this place here. I don’t visit 
in society, you see, and the owner here had always forgotten to invite me 
to call.” * <■ ,. 

“He lies I be did know ! ” cried Alfred ; “ he took advantage of my con-' 
^ dition j be imdle tpe drink, and— 
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Hold your tongue, or I’ll hit you ! ” called out the tall, thin man, with 
a threatening gesture. 

The baron was suffering the pangs* of hell itself. His misfortunes ex- 
ceeded all the horrors he had ever dreamed of. To find his son com- 
promised in a burglary was too much. The wretched Alfred in vain pro- 
tested his innocence, for his father, now knowing the facts as to the forgery, 
did not believe a word he uttered. “He must have been trying to get at 
this Monville’s money, in order to find means to pay those notes. First 
forgery — then theft ! One follows the other ! ” thought Brossin. 

Boitscareau, who had always felt an utter contempt for Alfred also be- 
lieved him guilty of the attempt at robbery. “You lot of tattlers ! ” said 
he, as much to the baron and his son as to the robbers, “ do you think that 
we have time to wrangle ? One more question,” he added. “ Has any one 
come here sinCh you were put in confinement ? ” 

“ No one,” replied the tall, thin man ; “ but the old fellow who thrust 
in our rations will surely show himself here to-night, for he told iis that we 
sjiould only stay twenty-four hours.” * * 

“ If he comes we will receive him,” growled Bouscareau ; and, taking his 
trembling employer aside, he began to lecture him in energetic terms. 
“ We can now, perhaps, atone for your folly, but on conditions thatvou 
wdll show some courage. No sneaking and crying, or lamenting, You 
must help me to let these men out, and they will help us to get away.” 

“Are you crazy?” said M. Brossin. “Do you mean to become these 
fellow's’ accomplice ? ” 

“ This is a little too much ! Go to the devil with your scruples 1” 

“ But, you foolish man, they are escaped convicts, and if we are anestod 
with them what shall we say to justify ourselves ? ” ^ 

“ What will your son, Alfred, say when he is found with them?” The 
baron’s answer w'as a groan. “ Listen to me, now, iiistead of sighing like 
a woman,” added Bouscareau. “ We are in a scrape, it is true, but five 
men may get out where two might fail. These fellows can easily find the 

S laco where they scaled the wafl. They will hoist us up, and besides, your 
lonsieur Noridet must 1)e waiting, and will help us. When once we are 
outside we will bid good-bye to these galley -birds, and go off with your fool 
of a son, who otherwise would come to trial.” 

“But, then,” said the baron, already partly convinced, “what if we 
meet Count d’Alcnmo and his seivants ? ” 

'“Well, then, we wdll fight them, and I will undertake to make noise 
enough to make anybody who is outside hear me. ” 

“ Now, then ! ” called out the tall, thin man, who was beginning to tire 
of this “aside,” “ Iiaven’t you done jabl>ering away there? ” 

“ What am I to do ? ” said M. Brossin, in a low tone. 

“ You must help me to break away the grating. I will knock at ip with 
my pick-axe, and you must pull at the bars, and the prisoners will lend us 
a hand.” 

The baron made no further objection, and Bouscareau set to work. 
“That*s the stylo, old ’un 1 ” said the squat man, at every Wow of the 
axe, which the cashier handled with uncommon vigour. M. &*ossin helped 
him, and both were too busy to look behind them. Suddenly, however, a 
person, who appeared at the comer of the passage, exclaiined in a grave 
voice ; “ Monsieur le Marquis^is waiting for his people in the red*room.” 

.. rAt the sound, M. Brossin, who was less occupied man his cashier, turned 
round and found himself face to face with i^;i old mam dressed in a green 
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eoatf with a red lining, and having a eockod hat upon hie head. High 
boots and a doeskin vest completed this old-fashioned attite. With his 
ine^re, carefully shaven face, his sunburnt skin, aud his lofty stature, 
whicdi was beginning to be somewhat bowed by age, this singular personage 
looked like some old groom ready to mount on horseback and accompany 
King Louis XV. on a stag-hunt. This typo of the old regime might have 
caused a smile on the Boiuevard des Italiens ; but the banker, baron though 
he was, or perhaps because of his barony, displayed the most abject terror 
on perceiving the old man. Instead of walking up to this strange apparition, 
M. Brosain staggered back to the grating, covering his sorry ofiSspring with 
Ilia own form, and spreadiing out his arms as though to ward off a ghost. 
Bouscarean now also tuniM and caught sight of the new-oomer. Less 
appalled than hie employer by the antique aspect of the vision, he at once 
thought of getting rid of a dangerous witness, and rushed at the old man 
with his axe raised. “Down with him'l he is at the head of the gang ! ” 
called out both of the thieves, who were stamping about in their cell. 

The man itf the green coat did not stir an inch. He did not oven make a 
motion to defend himself. He simply put a silver whistle to his lips, and 
gave a long call. At this signal, four tall footmen, in a dark livery, turned 
the corner. They (piietly gathered about the groom, who seemed to bo 
their superior, and Bouscareau saw that they carried long* thick staves. 
His axe, although solid and sharp, could not a^'ail him against sucii a 
numerous party, so ho lowered it as if in token of surrender. 

“The marquis is waiting,** now said the groom in a calm voice. He 
was as imperturbable as ever. This time Bouscareau heard him, and a 
cloud passed before his eyes, while suspicion rose within him, for he 
fancied he could recollect the old fellow’s costume. 

Meanwhile, however, the tall scraggy burglar suddenly let go of tlic 
grating, and sunk into a corner, saying : “ Wc’vo nothing to do with all 
those ‘aristos*’ doings.” As he turned away, however, ho disclosed the 
light, which now streamed from the lamp, upon the old groom’s faces. 

“Bernard!” exclaimed the terrified cashier; “Bernard, the marquis’s 
groom ! ” and he added : “No — it can't be, 1 must be going mad ! ” 

“1 told you that I was not mistaken in saying 1 luid recognised the 
Manor of Champtoc<5,” muttered the baron. 

However, Bouscareau knew very w’dl that the Manor of Champtoc^ was 
far from Paris, and that the last lord cf the place had followed his ances- 
tors to the tomb. He therefore d»d not believe in the summons uttered by 
a representative of a long buried past. Besides, he said to himself that, in 
1868, in tlie capital of tlic civilized world, people could not be spirilod 
away as in the Middle Ages. He believed in policemen, and not in men of 
arms. “We are not to ha duped by this ridiculous masquerade,” said he, 
resolved to brave the matter out, * ‘ and we are not afraid of you although 
you may be Bernard.*’ 

Ho had spoken for the baron as well as himself, but the latter looked 
completely cowed, and did not dare to speak. 

“1 have orders,” resumed the groom, “to bring the steward Jacques 
Brossin, and thcg^lerk Franv^ia Bouscareau before the mai quis. ” 

“And I order you to set ns at liberty at once,” cried the cashier. “Wc 
have been entrapped to witness I know not wliat farce, and 1 think that 
the joke has lasted long enough. Come ! take us out of this cut-throat’s 
hole and open the door that leads into the street. If you will do that we 
will agree to enter a comulaint for sequestration and threats.” 
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The baroji listened with his moath wide open, and was astounded at hi^ 
clerk’s audacity. He even had a gleam of hope, tor he did not understand 
tlie old fellow’s strange interference. His hope did not last long, however. 
“The marquis ordered that these men should be brought, willingly or not,” 
said the groom, quietly, to his assistants, who at once stepped forward with a 
threatening air. 

All Bpuscareau’s during disappeared at once. He threw aside the axe to 
show that he yielded, but he still thought of trying some trick, as open re> 
sistancu was nojongcr possible. “Go, papa, go I and ask them to let me 
out ! ” groajued Alfred, throwing himself upon his straw again. 

The foolish young dandy had no nped to l^g his fatlier to submit, for 
M. Brossin had no intention of doing othfrwisi! Stunned by all that had 
happened, he no loiter tried to reason, but let himself b© borae along by 
the tide of events, like a swimmer who yields to the current that is beai iug 
him away, without knowing whether the waves will swallow him up or 
cast him upon the shore. “We will follow you,” said he to the old groom. 

“ Come, then 1 ” said the latter. • 

“ So bo it 1 ” said Bouscarcau ; “ I yield to force, but I protest.” 

“ Hallo 1 ” said the tall, thin man ; “ that chap must be a lawyer.” 

The cashier walked first wdth his head erect, and a bold o^i^essiou on « 
liis face, w^hile with one arm he snpporteil M. Brossin, who was unable to 
sustain himself. The groom followed with his coiupanioUs, and if Noridet 
could have seen this procession he wrould have shiuldered at the sight of 
one of his victims of whom he thought himsolf forever rid. M, Bernard, 
although greatly filtered, was now' in full possession of his reason. 

“ (Jood'bye, my friends; good luck to you 1 ” remarked the tall scraggy 
burglar in a mooting voice. Alfred groaned. The party walked alimg the 
corridor, one of the servants took up a lantern which he had left roniul the 
corner, and by its light M. Brossin saw an immense iron chest beyond the 
gap in the w'all. This chest, no doubt, recalled some painful remembrance, 
for lie sighed as he turned away his eyes. 

“Anybody would think that w© were going to execution,” said Bous- 
careau, forcing a laugh. 

No one replied, however, and as he halted a moment, he felt the old 
groom pushing him on. Up to that moment he had only protested, and 
liavl not alluded to the jiast. He now thought, however, that the time had 
come for adopting another tone, for he abruptly remarked, “I suppose 
Bernard, that yon get well paid lor playmg this trick on your old friends 

“ Go on ! ” drily replied Bernard, 

“Iknow him, your Italian !” continued Bouscarcau in the same tone, 

“ and I don’t believe all the stuff you are telling me. The old marquis 
went his way long ago, and unless your Alcamo has taken his succession by 
buying it — ” 

“ Go on ! ” said the groom. 

This time Bouscarcau realised that he might as well be silent. As for 
the baron, he was much too frightened to speak. Wo it w'as in profound 
silonce that they crossed the hall and went up the spiral stairs. “ Where 
are they taking us?,” said Bouscarcau to himself, and^till thinking of 
getting away. 

He had a vague hope of being led across the park, and promised him- 
self that he would then call for help with all nis mighjt ; but Btrnardi 
^w’ho was at the head of the pit>coaeion, baiTcd the doorway, and both the 
'baron and the casluer wore forced to climb to i»he floor where" they 



184 


HIS GREAT REVENGE. 


reached a landing, and a high oak door, which the groom opened with a 
key. * ‘ Go in I ” said he, letting the two prisoners pass in first. 

M. Brossiu hesitated. He felt as though he weta entering a torture- 
chamber. “Gomel” said Bouscareau, with an air of bravado, “if the 
fiend la inside, we shall see how his horns are shaped,” and he w^lhed in 
with a deliberate step. The baron, partly of his own will and partly urged 
by Bernard, followed, and then the door was closed. 

The chamber to which they Had been conducted, was lighted by a large 
silver lamp, suspended from the ceiling above a long table covered with 
a black cloth. No one was there, and fright changed to surprise. Bous- 
ca^ean himself could not r^faiu from expressing his astonishment at find- 
ing himself in this apartmrat, which, with its antique woodwork and dark 
hangings, looked not unlike a court room. This resemblance was com- 
pleted by the furniture. A large, high arm-chair had hien placed at the 
end of the room behind the great table, in front of wdiich two stools were 
set. Bouscareau glanced round him for a means of escape, but the door by 
which they had entered was closed and guarded outside no doubt, while tlic 
only window had very strong shutters, secured by an iron bar, and a pad- 
locK — so that flight was quite impossible. Bouscareau was about to in- 
dulge in a fit of rage, when suddenly his eyes lighted on the two portraits 
which Noridet had gazed at on the preceding night. He now turned very 
pale, and trembled violently as he drew near to examine them. The light 
of the lamp fell full upon the figure of the old noble, and the cashier re- 
coiled as though he had indeed seen his former master. When Brossin 
saw his subordinate show such unequivocal signs of terror, he in his tuni 
began to examine the portraits, and when he had done so, ho groaned ; “ Jt 
is all over ! We are lost ! ” 

“ Why are wc lost?” asked Bouscareau, trying to appear unconcemod. 

“ Bo you not see ? It is he 1 ” 

“ The marquis and his mother, too. I see them, but what does that 
prove ? ” 

“They were at Champtoo4, those pictures, in the rod I'oom.” 

“Yes, the hangings are all here, too. They must have been brought 
here.” 

/‘Don’t you wonder why this room has been arranged in this way, like 
the room in the manor on the day when the young master— ” 

“That’s enough I I don’t wish to hear about the young master. We 
have not had any master for a long time, thank Heaven ! I do not see in 
the least why all this phantasmagoria arranged by this Italian should 
scare us, and I am not fool enough to pay auy attention to it.” 

“ But you saw Bernard.” 

“Well, what of that ? I never supposed that he was dead.” 

“ I hoped that he was,” said the baron in a low tone, “ for nothing more 
was heard of him after he left the manor with the old marquis ; and when 
I saw him just now in his old dress, he seemed like a spectre to me.” 

“ I don’t care for spectres. Let me only be rid of those four great lanky 
fellows who came here with us, and — ” 

“I remember«fnow,” sighed M. Brossin, “ that this very Bernard came 
last autumn to Mouville with Count d’Alcamo, and his face did not then 
seem familiar to me. He had to appear in his former attire for me to re* 

^^JWhat, is Bernard in the service of tliiy Italian?” asked Bouscarea^ 
eaj^. , ^ “ i? 
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Yea ; he called him hie steward, but there are so many Bernardos in 
France that 1 paid uo attention to the matter. Besides 1 barely sa^ 
him.” 

*‘But didn’t you tell me that he was accused of having murdered his 
master ? ” 

“ Yes,” 

“ Well, then, I am beginning to see into all this. Alcamo must have met 
him when he was poor, in London ; and Bernard, im doubt, told him a 
pack of stuff about Chatnptoce and the treasure ; and as all tliese IteJuins ore 
intriguers, he laid a plot to get some money out of you. This is all pure 
blackmail.” 

** How can he get any money from me, now tHkt I am ruined ? ” 

**Ho doesn’t know that. He has joined this Monville in the matter. 
They are all in th^y^me gaiig. ” 

“Yes, I see,” wd M. Brossin, in a low tone. “They began with 
Alfred ! Who knows whether they did not set a trap for himancT eutan^e 
him in this business of the burglary ? ” • 

“Of course.” 

“ Still, all this does not make it any the better for us«” 

“ Not now. But it will to morrow.” 

“ What shall we do ? ” 

“ Y’ou’ll see presently that a proposal will be mode to yon to buy back 
your own liberty and your son’s honour and your own for a sum of money, 
two or three millions, perhaps ; for you are believed to be immensely rich. 
Make some demur, for form’s sake, but sign whatever tliey ask you to 
sign. You must do that, and we shall then be free, and the fellow who 
will be taken in,” added Bousoarcau, in a low tone»^* will the Italian 
himself.” 

“ If I could only believe that 1 ” 

‘ ‘ Believe it or not, as you like, but don’t lose your head again and spoil 
everything. I tell you that you must screw up your courage, make more 
fuss than they do at first, and then yield, little by little, like any fatlier 
who would rather make a pecuniary sacrifice than see his son’s name oom- 
promised. That is what you must do.” 

“Yes,” replied M. Brossin, slowly, “you are right. I feel that 1 can 
struggle with these people as to what concerns Alfred. There is but one 
thing which puzzles and frightens me.” 

“ What is that? Deuce take it, what is that?” (fimanded Bouscareau, 
impatiently. 

“ If the count speaks of what took place at Champtoc4 after the doatli of 
the marquis, what shall I say then ? ” 

“ You mustn’t deny that we were both of us in the old man’s service. It 
would be unskilful to do that, as Bernard must have told him of it. You 
will ei^en have a fine chance to talk about your honesty and labour in the 
past, and you must say that you come to Paris in wooden shoes, which 
always has a good effect,” 

“Yes, but the rest ? ” 

“ The rest he will cither say nothing about, or if he di>e|. it will b© to 
find out what you will say, for Bernard saw nothing hims^, and he can 
only have told his master what was said in those parts. You must oppose 
scornful silence and dignity to his assertions, and play the part of a map 
who won’t stoop to answer absusd slanders. If you do os 1 toll yon. III 
anssfer for it that the Italian will have got up all this spectacle for nothing. 



126 


HIS BBYIBNGH. 


iMid he will feel aorry that he spent so much money to have all thee© oh 
goods and chattels brought from Charaptoc^.” 

I really think that I shall b© able to get out of all this,’* replied M 
Brossin who now felt quit© encouraged. 

He had scarcely spoken, however, when a singular pheimmenon tool 
place. The lamp suddenly went out and the room was plunged hi darhuess, 
Darkness is airways full of terror to the guilty, and both Brosslh and Bon^ 
careau trembled. All at once as they gazed about them, longing for a vn) 
of light, the opposite wall seemed to become illuminated. Indeed a panu 
had slid back and the banker and the cashier now gazed upon a strange 
«^ht. IHiey saw, as it were, an inner room — a sleeping room— as throng! 
k lE^ind of haze— and in this room, on a bed, the muslin curtains of whid 
were drawn back, there lay a young girl with a pale haggard face, iSlu 
was sleeping. 

“ Henviette ! ” cried the banker, recognising his dat®iter ; and he woulti 
have sprung forward, but the table impeded his progress, and eio he could 
reach the wall, tho panel had slipped into its place again, the lamp hanging 
from the ceiling was relighted by invisible means, and all trace of the 
apparition passed away. 

M. Brossin was in a state of intense emotion, and Bouscareau was grcail; 
surprised, for he was not aware of Ilenriette’s flight from the paternal root, 
Be now plied his employer with eager questions which Brossin answered as 
soon as he had recovered a little self-possession — dwelling on tlic straiig( 
circumstances of Henriette’s flight, her supposed intimacy willi Noridet, 
and his surprise at now finding lier in Alcaino’s power. The two confedt i 
ates were still pondering over tho meairiug of all this, Bouscareau expressing 
his conviction that tho Italian had decoyed 'Henriette away, when sudilenl} 
the docw of the room was flung noisily open, and Bernard, the groom 
appeared upon the threshold and announced : 

Monsieur le Marquis Albert de Chainptoc^ ! ” ' 


XXIX. 

A 

This name fell like lightning upon tho prisoners. They made but one rusli 
to the end of the red room. At the sound of Bernard’s ringing voice ah 
their hopes seemed snddeirly to vanish, and instead of thinking of sigiiin^ 
some treaty with tMsir powerful enemy, they thought only of defend 
themselves against dangers which Bouscareau’s cuntiiug had failed to fore 
see. ,, ^ 

The groom having announced Ills master by name now preceded him. 
Behind him came the four men in dark liveries. They stood on the righl 
and left of the door and waited in grave silence for half a minute. Then i 
uaval officer in full uniform strode into the room. He slowly passed tin 
servants, turned round the table, scarcely glancing at the trembling bankcj 
and his cashier, and seated himself in the arm'chair like a judge. Scarcely 
had he done so than Bernard, who seemed to be the usher of this audience, 
made a sign to th^ servants to retire and to close the door. M. Brossin no';? 
drew a long ISreatli. It was clear that violence would not be resort-ed to. 
at least for the moment, ami that a war of words was more likely to ta.k( 
place. This was in accordance with his conjectures, and hope returned tc 
his heart, as he said to himself that he would follow Bouscarcau^s sugges 
tiotts. • 
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Jacques l^ossin I "Praiu^is Bouscateau I ” 

These names uttered by Bernard, made the accused start — for the banleer 
and the cashier were now certainl^^ in the position of accused parties — and 
the groom adde<l a si^ificant gesture to his call. There was no chance for 
resistance, and Brossin as well as Bouscarcau seated themselves upon the 
(^wooden stools in front of their judge* The groom, in his turn, then took a 
chair at the end of the table. 

The naval officer remained for a moment leaning on the table with his 
head in hia hands. He was evidently reflecting. At first neither the baron 
nor the cashier dared to stir ; b\it eventually the latter took courage and 
began, “ Come, sir, we have been marched al)out by your lackeys for the 
last hour or more, and have been treated to exhibitions that might serve to 
frighten a child but not us, I presume that this farce is about to epd.” 
"J'luj person whom ^Bouscarcau thus addressed did not stir, however. The 
devil take it!” cried the cashier, growing bolder and bolder, “I don’t 
mind a joke, but I think the shortest are the best. Bet us have an end to 
those private theatricals.” This time there was still no , reply. Bernard 
n)0\(*(i, but the stranger kept still. Bouscareau accordingly thoiight that 
he niiglit as well change his tone, and he said, inainuatuigTy : “Come noiv, 
Kir ! we have not been brought here for nothing. If there is ajiythixig sei'i- 
c>ua in all this, tell us what it is, so that we may know what to think. 
'I'hcrc is always some understanding to be arrived at with hoiiest people, 
Have you any proposal to make? Explain yourself. Would you like to 
talk ? Then let us talk. It seems to me that with biisiiicss people, one-^” 

However, the cashier’s eloquence was abruptly brought to i\ close. 
“.Irtcques Broasiii, do you recognise me?” said the naval officer slowly. 
He liad I’aisod his head, and the light of the lamp now fell upon his face. 

The bai’oii, who had been looking piteous indeed, and who had held 
down his head while his cashier had l>ccn wasting his time protesting, now 
started up as though the trump of judgment had sounded. He looked for 
the first time at the bearer of a name which he had his reasons for fearing, 
•niul he remained mute with amazement. It was Count d’Alcamo who sat 
before him, but Count d’Alcamo younger, and as iJioiigU transfigured. In 
bis naval uniform his figure appeared more slender, and his marked features’ 
also seemed to have softened. The lines below his eyes, for instance, 
hail disnpj)oarcd, like those around the comers of his mouth, formed by the 
habitual contraction of a snetr. It seemed to M. Brossin as if he saw 
anotlier face, formerly familiar, but long since forgotten. Gradually, how- 
ever, remembrance returned. Troubled, hesitating, and bewildered, the 
baron gazed at the uncertain likeness of one whom be believed to be dead. 

The naval officer took off his gold-banded cap, and curling locks of 
dark wavy hair fell over his wide forehead, which now seemed to have 
no more wrinkles upon it. M. Brossin uttered a cry of terror. The ap- 
parition lived ; tho phantom was indeed a man. “ Have I changed so much 
that for an entire year you have taken your master’s son for a stranger? ” 
asked the officer, quietly. • 

Brossin hid his face in his hands and was unable to utter a word, 
Bouscareau had turned livid, aud was gnawing his finger-nails, “ I wore 
this uniform on the day when you saw me for the last time, Jacques Brossin, 
<lid I not? ” The banker’s only reply wiis a groan. “You remember fihot 
day ? ” resumed tlie officer in a ringing voice. “ You remember tho oath 
wl^oh you took before the judg^, wlm hesitated to pronounce your master’s 
iSbn an impostor when he claimed the inheritance left him by his father ? 
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You remember having driven ^orth and dragged to prieon the man whose 
bread you hod eaten for thirty years ? ” 

no,’* murmured M. Brossin, while Bouacareaa ground his teeth and 
dashed his dst upon the table. 

‘‘Your memory is treacherous, baron,*’ said the officer coldly, “you 
oblige me to tell you your own history. My name is not Count d’Alcamo, ^ 
but Albert Louis Audre^ Marquis of Ohamptoc^. Listen, iTacques Brossin 
to'y our master’s son. ” 

The unhappy banker shook in every limb, but the cashier was calmer. 
This was not because bis conscience was any clearer than that of his eni- 
ployer, but this threatening exordium was not addressed to him, and he 
ar^ed favourably from the voluntary or accidental omission of the name 
of Bousoareau. 

“I can see it now,” resumed Albert de Ohamptoc4; “that plain in 
Br^vans, where my father met a little beggar boy dying of cold and 
hunger.” 

On hearing this M. Brossin shook from head to foot. 

“ I was still but a child ; but I often went hunting with my father, and 
wo had just run down a wolf. Night was falling, and we wore returning to 
the manor. The beggar boy was crying as he lay on the side of a diteh. 
He did not belong to the country, and the mountebanks who had brought 
him with them had abandoned him, because they could no longer feed him. 
He did not know who his ‘parents were. Shortly after his birth his mother 
had left him in a field where these gypsies had picked him up. ” 

The baron was not trembling now, but weeping. 

“My father alighted from bis horse, took up the lad, wrapped him in 
his cloak, set him across his saddle and brought him to Champtoo«^. Kight 
days later’the little beggar boy was the pet of the manor, and the marquis 
alrcarly planned making a man of him. He sent him to the priest to be 
taught, and it was not lost time, for the vagabond showed great facility for 
learning. Natural mtolligence is a great gift, is is not, baron ? ” The 
banker’s only reply was a lamentable sigh. “Well, the child grew in 
strength and learning, and, on leaving the worthy priest who had taught 
him, he was a fine, handsome ybting man, who was as well adapted to be a 
bravo soldier as an able clerk ; but he had no inclination to be a warrior, 
and, on the contrary, he showed a great aptitude for mathematics. Besides, 
the marquis had grown so fond of him that he would not allow him to be- 
come a conscript, but procured a substitute in his place, and made him his 
steward. That was a capital school for studying finance, Monsieur 
Brossin, ” 

“I know all that I owe to the marquis,” groaned the unhappy baron. 

“ Ah ! he became a model steward,” resumed the officer, “ and his master 
was so well satisfied with his services that ho ended by letting him have the 
entire management of his affairs. This, it is true, he was forced to do. 
The Revolution of 1830 threw the Marquis of Ghamptoc6 into all the 
chances of partisan warfare. A revolt in La Yend4e and Anjou took place, 
and I followed my father who was at the head of our peasantry. 11^ was 
then that the devotion of the faithful steward were put to the 

teat, and, of a certainty, neither he nor I have forgotten the night of the 
llth of September, 18;52.” 

This date must have brought very painful remembrances to M. Brossln’s 
mind, for the distress which he had been finable to disguise since the, be- 
ginning of this narrativo now gave way to utter prostration. He hung hts 
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A , criminal wUosa sentence ia being read and he had no strength io 

protest. 

My father,’’ con tinned Albert de Ohamptoo^, thought of taking hie 
faithful Jacques with him, for ho believed him to be brave and true. ' The 
whole household went with him^ and Jacques complained of not sharing his 
emplo^r’s danger. It was 1 who opposed his going, for some one was 
' needed at manor to watoh over our interests. Jacques acc^ted the 
mission which was confided to him, and fulfilled it intelligently. Never 
had the rents from our farms been mid with more regularity than when he 
alone liad charge of the domain. We were always fenient with our pea- 
sants, but he was pitiless, and my father wAu more than once obliged to 
temper hia seal.** 

“ He had good reasons for making the farmers pay/* now muttered 
llernard, 

“ Jacques“reudered us many other servioos,” resumed Albert. **liithe 
wandering life which we led, obliged to hide in the forests, and tracked by 
the soldiers, wo needed a confederate to tell us of the enemy’s movements, 

' aud, sometimes, even a trustw orthy man to seqd ua provisions ; for very 
often, in spite of the devotion of the people around, we needed bread. To^ 
wards the close of the insurrection, the worthy people of the district were ^ 
so closely watched by the detachments which were beating up tlm country^’ 
that communication with us became very dlfilcult. It was then, especially, 
that ingenious Jacques discovered unhoped-for resources. It was impos- 
sible for him to leave the chdteau, but he had with him a very intelligent 
assistant,” 

Bouscareau now started, but tried to look unconcerned. Since the mar**' 
quia had begun his narrative, the cashier had passed from hope to f^, 
alternately, but the turn matters had taken had so far not been iHsagreoable 
to him, for his employer alone had been mentioned ; however, the last 
W'onls uttered by M. de Ghamptoc^ suddenly disturbed his security, and he 
made a frightful grimace in spite of himself. ** Jacques had found that this 
assistant— the sou of a poor farm servant, who began life as a swine- 
herd — iiad aptitudes almost ^qual to his own ; so he undertook, to form and 
instruct him. He had perhaps discoverecriu his unpolished nature a cer- 
tain likeness to liis owm character ; or bo may have interested himself in 
him simply as a lad who w^as poor aud an orphan like himself. It is cer- 
tain, however, that he lot him profit by the lessons which he himself re- 
ceived from the priest ; and my father, pleased at this brotherly feeling, 
took Francois from the pig-sty and placed him with the stewai’d,” 

Bouscareau had now turned green, and did not dare to raise his eyes. 
Brossin, on the contrary, breathed more freely, and w^as certainly not sorry 
to see that his cashier was getting his share of the blame. 

“ It was this Francois, then,” resumed M. de Champtoc6, that Jacques 
chose as his secret emissary, aud lor several months he came every night 
-to bring us useful information. He had a special talent for tracking the 
soldiers, or, rather he took good care to get into their good graces by 
rendering them a thousand little services, and, thanks to his cunning in tliis 
Way, he went everywhere about the country. My father such absolute 
confidence in him that he did not order any movement m his little bend 
witliput consulting Francois, This young peasant, whom our enemies did 
not mistrust, told us in what copse we might bivouac without danger, and 
at what cottagq we might find provisions without fear of meeting the 
*^dicry. Weil, we had been a year going about the country | apd the 
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ol y^aa oomin^ to a close. I^e ajSEairs of otir party were in a 
md atate^ anti altnost all the leaders ol the movement had already auh- 
mitted* Still my lather was not yet dii^eartened. Be hoped to open a 
paeeagO ^Ith his bandfnl ol men ahd gain the British coast, This meant 
e 9 ^e> atkd probahly rain ; but it was h^ter than being captured, tried) and 
eehtmsed as a rebel. The marquis was responsible for many lives, and he 
w^ed toeave the brave men who had followed his fprtunee from the scaffold. 
Bie Ihetefore made arrangements for leaving the country. It was necessary 
to reach a lartn^house where some ftienas urould have disguises ready 
for til so that might reach Kantes in safety. We hoped, when therO) 
«o find a means of teaching England, but the most difilcuH point of all was 
to m% to the farm, as there were flying columns all over the country. 
WtiMl) my lather, as usual, sent out Francois as a scout, and, one evening, 
he came to thU us that the coast was clear. He had seen, he said, the 
rear^guard of tlie troops going oif in the direction of Bressuirc, and we had 
aH nmht hofoi^e us to reach a place of safety. ’* 

'l^e wceUh Ucd 1 ** muttered Bernard. 

** The marquis resolved to profit by this unhoped-for respite, but he did 
not wish to go off adthout giving final instructions to his faithful steward. 
We were encamped In a wood, at a league^ at the furthest, from the manor. 
At nightfall my father left his little troop, after giving orders that the start 
should take place at midnight, when he would return. He took me witli 
him, and, tlianks to our thorough knowledge of the district, we reached 
Champuct(^ without any mishaps. It was on the night of the lOtli to the lltU 
oi September, and I suppose, baron, that long ago as jt is, you remember 
It as though it were to-d.iy ? ” 

M. Broaain raised his head and tried to articulate a few words, hut his 
emotion choked him, and he did not succeed in making any distinct reply. 

resumed Albert, ** can still see the red room where my father was 
received by hio faithful steward. Ho seated himself m his arm-chair, at 
the piaoe where I now sit, and I went to tJie of the table where yo\i 
Itre, Bernard.” i 

^^Yes,” muttered the groom, ‘*1 was wn|i£%iug at the door of tin* 
ohAteau.” 

“The marquis conformed to old oustoins, and those who were in his 
employ never sat in his presence > still, that^ ‘night ho l>ado Jacques sit 
down in fi*ont of him as you sit in front of baron ; and Fmneois, who, 
by his seal, had won the right to be present nt ili^s last interview,' had per- 
mission, also, to sit beside his friend, just as you,<'*ldonsiour Bouscareau, ait 
beside your employer. Well, my lather knew ttpi his departure would in- 
volve the loss of all our property, for it w^as oemin that he would be sen- 
tenced when absent, and that the expenses of the suit would literally eat up all 
l^e money froni his estates. He had thought of making a fictitious transfer 
to hie steward, who would have been a kind of trustee, and liave saved us 
from rullf; but Jacques respectfully remarked that such an act would 
Cttrbdnly be deolarc«l null and void, for it w’os well known that he, a poor 
loundlingrhad no money with which to buy the domain and the manor 
house. Thp nia^uis ^yielded to those representations, and looked on his 
Steward!! ref usaTonly^ a fresh proof of the seal with which he espoused our 
interests. Time was wanting to think of some other plan, for every moment’s 
d^lay might oast the life of all condorned in the enterprise, and my lather 
aeon iiia£» up his mind. To sacrifice a lortuno * for the king^s sako’ was 
%et n new dxing in Our family, and, besides, we had one last rosourcle,-- 
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nithoogh a amall one. At the outset of the insamctiotijr and in vl^ 
unfoftunatO )^esult^ the max^uia had held some gold Ui resbrv^ 
possessed a tliousahd Bpaiiish doubloons whieh had be^ left him 1>3^, ia 
relative who had fallen in the seiyiee of Ferdinand VII. i. ■ 

, This stroke went direct to the heart of Mondeui^ Bromin^' who sta^tedi 
convulsively. ; 

Well, this treasure was hidden in a vault Which my father had ha^ f 
walled up, and which was below the eastern toWer ; you ktmw it, 
it was the one at the end of the avenue Of pine trees; ^ Ih^ hardii 
groaned ^in, hut found no reply. ‘ * 01 all our servaUts/^said M. da Ohrni^v 
ptoc4, Bernard was the only one who knew of the Sxcistencaof this ds^pdslty 
and he was about to fallow us to England. We cotild not think of , tabling 
this gold with us, for the whole nigid: would have been consUibed iU opeU*^ 
ing the vault, aud we could not burden ouirselres with so Mat a WisSghk 
So the marquis did not hesitate. He believed iu the of ;t^ 

men whom he had raised from misery, and he told them his aecraV ' 
reooivod his instructions, which were to take away tho treasure, in ease the 
chateau was sold, and to keep it until his master came to daxen it, * If I 
knew anyone more honest than yon are,* said my father to him, ‘ I should 
choose mm to watch over tho only patrimony which remains to the kst 
the Champtoc^s’. Jacques, moved to tears, swore to die rather than sUfc* 
this sacred deposit to be taken away from him.’* 

The scouTulrol 1 ’* muttered Bernard. “ Ah ! if the marquis had 0^dy,^ 
listened to me 1 ** 

“Bo you not agree with me, baron?” resumed the naval ofhcerjv 
“ Jacques kept his oath, didn’t he, for he never gave the gold to auyoue, 
not even to liis master ? ” 

“He could not give back tho gold, os he had not taken itr,” cried 
Brossin, without perceiving that he was almost making a confession in his 
agitation. “ Everybody round about knew what took place at Cbamptoo^ 
on the night when the soldiers — ” 

“ Yes,” interrupted the marquis, “the night of tho llth of Sep^mber. 

I see with pleasure, baron, that your memory is returning to you. iue 
finish my narrative, so as to recall everything tojj^mrr ibind.” / i 

Bouscareau did not wince, but, while his eirtpfqyer w«« tHtJSUn8kil|4ly^^ 
defending himself, he was thinking as follows : “Let him abuse 
much as he likes, that doesn’t ooncera me. I wosnU tit wken 

became back to claim his hoard, and, as for the reSt, it was^^ 18leen or 
hoard, so there is no one to re vealit.” 

“ I must tell you now,” resumed Albert, what b«SfeU .^r 
undertaken in good faith on the information given us by Fraii^!td^>^ Bur 
men awaited us at the u'oods of La Houtsaie, and before midnight Ve: hod 
joined them. Everything seemed to favour the flight of our little corpse 
The night was dark and rainy, and in such weather we hoped to find the 
roads free. My father had a few hundred louw lu to belt, and this would 
pay for oiir passage to England and that of our brkve peasants. Two hours 
Jbp reach tho fai*m where our fiienda awaited us, with disgtoes, sad 
we should bo safe.” ' 

“ The road was long and bad,” grumbled Bouseareau« who lisad rooiMthd. 
enough composure to put in a word. 

“Wo were not even able. to attempt following It,” ocmtihtiied 
“for, before quitting the bismuac, at the moment when treiGip 
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y!*6»^ taking up tli«it guM, we were v^oro^j; ^^^weked V em witire 
wfelion of infantry,** , , 

‘ * By tHree oompfl^iie# only,** said tho casUier, 

** Bo boit I You are batter informed than I a^i lt aeotnd. Tha btmggle 
waa ceitamly a very unequal one. Evenr outlet Imm iho tt^ood f^as oloaed, 
and the leader of tbe detoohment mne| have been tlU^^^llollldy well in* 
fbmed, for not one of onr men esoap^- Yhipe wkoi^eirei iirnt IcSled npon 
the spot were tehen prisoners^ and mahy.i^ ihra atta^ 

to iheir leader at the galleys. Fidell^ is e very wlish ^bg, is it not, 
baron ? ** M. Brossin said nothing, bit "His state; of mind was very eyklent 
from his lace. *^In the midst of sdl thb^** resumed M. de Champtoc^, 
’** rather showed himself wcniliy of hm race> Be fought on heroically 
to the end> and when aH lurther r^staxme Vas impossible, he succeeded in 
guU^ me through nbioat impenetrable thickets. Before daylight we were 

Bouacarean ground his teeth, and said to himself : ** That is what came 
of my not doing the work myself.** 

it yrei^ saved ; but our enemies thought that we had fallen, and on 
the morrow there was a rumour, from Angers to K^abtes, that the last chief 
of the insurrection had fallen, pierced by three bayonet wounds, and that 
his son had had bis shoulder shattered by a bullet. Their bodies were not 
found, but were supposed to have been buried by night by pious hands. 
The faithful steward and the zealous Fi^ancois shared this belief, and I 
leave yon to imagine, baron, what tears they shed for their master.** 

** Anybody in the department oould prove that they mourned for him.’* 

“Yes, these excellent servants had the gift of tears, and when the oflScer 
in command of the troops occupied the manor of Ohamptoc^ that very night 
with all hiGumou, he was deeply touched by their grief. This did not pre- 
vent him, to be sure, from exacting food and shelter for his soldiers, which 
Jacques famished much against his will. This w*a8 told me, at all events, 
for I passed that sad night of September 11th ou the damp gmund beside my 
father, who forgot his own wounds to bind up mine. While we were ex- 
pecting death in our wretched hiding-place, strange things were going on 
at the manor, and very serious oirCs,*’ . 

“ were watched, kept constantly in sight by the soldiers,” said the 
banker. 

“ The wa>toh oould not have beem very strict, for towards three in the 
morning Jacques and Francois left the watchers sleeping, and were heard 
talking in a low tone in the corridor leading to the vault in the eastern 
tower,” / 

“ That is false I ” This cry w^as uttered simultaneously by both of the 
accused, and Bouscareau added, with oonsuimnate impudence: one 

saw it, so no one can say so.** 

B®wiurd,** said Albert, coldly. 

When the old groom, who, since the beginning of the narrative, had shown 
many signs of immtlenoe, heard himself calM upon to bear witness, he 
coiild ncl contain himself any longer, but rose up, Shaking his dst ijn the 
faces^f thiemen whom he was about to convict. “I was there,** smd he, 
was oil the spot, fhd 1 remember eveirl'king as though it wore yesterday;** 
M. Bvpssin, already pale, was ghastly now, and even the cashier failed to 
hide hjs agitation^ “ You know, Monsieur le Marquis,** resumed Bernard,. 
“ that I left the wood with you, a»4 #*at yoindid not see hie iigain onryour 
deimrturbirom the manor. On gokig to the collar to g^t a bottle of wide I 
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spraioed my ankle, and when yon th<>nghlj mo ahead of you on tiboMfoad, I 
was calling oiil; as loudly as I could at the end of the east corridor.” 

** The rasoali had I only known it ! ” thought Bouscareau. 

‘‘Ho one heard. me,” continued Bernard, “and 1 was in a hitter ra^, 
and had been waiting for a couple of hours when 1 realised from the noise 
in the. Court that the soldiers had entered the chateau. Yon may guess 
that I then kept ns <mite as I could. I would rather have di^ than lel 
myself be taken, ana 1 had almost Hdden farewell to life, when I heard 
soft whi^^ers and some one walking in the passage. I immediately recog- 
nised Jacques’ voice, and had 1 not suspected something X should haW 
called out to him. But with his rascal of a clerk he would have wrung 
my neck.” r 

♦* If We had w© shouldn’t be here now,” thought Bouscareau. 

“ I’ortunately,” resumed the old groom, “ I hated those two sconndiols 
like poison, and I didn’t stir. This enabled me to overhear their oonversa-* 
tion, and it did not take l<mg to find out what they had come for, * They 
had a pickaxe each of them, and they had come to demolish the wall ol the 
vault and take away the treasure. Ah ! they did not lose any time in rob- 
bing their master 1 ” The cashier’s eyes blazed, but M. Brosi^ hid his faee 
in bis hands. “Jacques had some scruples,” continued Bems^, “ and I„ 
beard him say ©very now and then ; ^^ut what if the old man is still alive 
And Francois Replied : ‘ ^hld your t^gue^ you fool I What dO you take 
me for ? The ambuscade Was too Well planned, and I’ll guarantee that not 
one of them escaped, * ” 

“Yes,” said M* de Oh^ptoc^, in a low^ grave, voice, “the miserable 
swineherd had sold the life of the generous master who had raised him 
from his degradation.” 

“ Yes,” rejoined Bernard, “and the Judas did it, not for the five Inir^- 
(Ircd francs which he received from the commander of the sOldiOrs, the 
bound ! but to share the Spanish doubloons with that scauip of a Jao<mei».” 

“And they did share them, did they not, my friend ari<ed M. 
ChamptosC, calmly. 

“Yea. The wall did not resist thejo* blows for long, iirnd I heard them 
pulling the bags of gold about, just as OUT Saintot%e^ hounds pull a stag 
about when it is down.” 

Hot a sound, this time, came from the culprits on theetools 1 “ 
you, Bernard,” said M. de Champtoc^, “ let me now finish the tale of 
famy. . A month after our defeat in the wood, my father and I arrived In 
Loudon, after many dangers and great fatigue. There our small rei^ttrces 
were soon exhausted, and before the end of that fatal year the head of the 
bouse of Champtoce died of poverty and grief in a garret.” 

“ And I had not the consolation of being there to kneel at bis bedside,” 
murmured the old servant, 

“He spoke of you before he died,“ resumed Albert,” and you served 
him better by remaining in France. His son was left alone in the world, 
on exile, and d^mrived of everything. His native land was forbidden 
jyou nd to him. Ho wrote to his father’s faithful steward, but received no 
reply. He thought that his letters had been intercepted ^ the penit othoe 
authorities, and resolved to leave Europe, hOfdiig at someTuture doy to be 
able t0 return to FraneSL’^d find the honeerti guardian of his little 'treastnO^ 
wb%to it had never enter&L ^Us thoughts for one moment to 

“AhJ if I had not beeh Ifuntcd by the police myselfj*’ Interrupted 
«4rmird, ' V 
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** I ymit «,Way,^* resumed the mamnis, and becatn^ a sailor. This Ufa 
ofdatigar and oxcltemcmt, suited mo bettor than any quiet busihess |>nrsuit 
on and for fifteen years I sailed on every oSean of the globe; While 
1 was tr^g tq u in a fortune at the cost of unheard-of fatigue and peril, 
the faithful Jacques and his friend i^rancois had loft the manor, which had 
been sold to moot the expenses of the law. They hod gone to a little town 
in the neighbourhood, and their afikirs were beginning to prosper^ What 
were they doing 1 Ko one knew, exactly, in the place where they lived.*' 
They were usurers 1 ” exclaimed the old groom, ^?and they ruined .all 
the ^asttutry in the district.*' 

“This was said, indeed, although no one knew where they had obtained 
theit capital. At all events, one evening, exactly twenty years ago, I pre- 
sented myself at the house of the former steward of Champtoc6. Fresh 
disaster had fallen upon me after a few years of happiness, and X had come 
to France in the hope—the only one X had— of receiving from Jacques the 
treasure which my father had confided to him ; and when I learned that he 
had become almost a rich man, I felt very glad ; for if ho had been poor 1 
don't know whether X should haye had the courage to reclaim my property. 
It seems to me as thougll it were but yesterday. I wore my sailor's 
clothes I but fifteen years had not sufficiently changed my face during my 
absence for there to be any difficulty in recognising me as the heir of 
CHainptoc6, especiallv on the part of those who had known me in my youth. 
Unfoi’tuiiately, our old servants had all left the country after the civil war. 
The manor-house was inhabited by strangers, and I had never had much to 
do 'With the people of the little to'wn where our steward had gone to live. 
Perhaps the faithful Jacques had taken all this into consideration, for ho 
acted as though none there could have recognised me." 

“ It was in good faith,” stammered the baron, “ the dress, the difference 
in ago- 

♦‘I had myself announced by my real name, and I expected that Jacques 
would welcome me. X should have opened my arms to him, for suspicion 
hod not yet entered my mind ; but I committed, it seems, a great mistake 
iu amiouiicing myself as X had done, fpr I was received by a man who had 
had time to prepai'e himself. He did not even tako the pains to deny hav- 
ing the treasure ; he found it more convenient and easier to tell me to my 
face that I w^as simply an impostor." 

“ I did not believe — I could not believe —in a — a miracle.” 

“This reception disconcerted me at first,” resumed Albert, “but I 
thought that mter all it might be that Jacques had forgotten my features. 

I even remember that I had the simplicity to admire tlie prudence with 
which he refused to admit the statements of a stranger. 1 should almost 
have regretted his giving up the treasure without due caution to a person 
w’ho reclaimed it thus. Ilut 1 told him all the circumstances of that terrible 
night of the 11th of September, and entered into such details with reference 
to my-father, myself, the chflteau, and the servants of Champtoc^, that the 
truth would have been apparent even to the most prejudiced person. 
However, Jaemtes repeated to me that I was lying.’* . 

“ The scoundrel 1 ” muttered Bcmard. 

“I sucoeeded^in mastering my auger,” continued the marquis, “1 did 
more, I entreated. Far from France, 1 had left beings dearer to me than 
life, and it was their biead which X had come to ask of the man who had 
lived for so mahy years on my faiher’s bounty. I swore to him tliat Jt did 
not W^slt,^ to interfere with the fortune which he had built upon the Wreck 
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of ours, anrl 1 liecjged of him to rotiim, even to lend to me a part of the gold 
vrhich he had stolen from me. However, Jacques was pitiless.*' 

“ I wanted proofs,*’ timidly objected Broasin. 

Indignation seized hold of me at last,” said M. de Champtoc^, without 
condescending to notice this pitiable attempt at jaistifloation. drew my- 
self np, I once more became the Marquis de Champtoc6, and I treated, as he 
<iescrved, the infamous vartet who dared to deny his master. But in vain 
did I heap instlt ttpon the scamp, I could. not awaken one human emotion 
in his breast. He replied with perfect calmness that ho had no time to 
waste upon a madmnn, and that, if I said any more, he would have ms 
turned out of his house. TIjo measure was full. I went out and shook the 
dust from my feet on the threshold of the traitor*a abode. I was about to 
leave the country where 1 had found such monstrous ingratitude.” 

“Ah, marquis, if you had blown out the rascars brains, how well you 
would have done ! ” exclaimed the groom. 

“ 1^0, 1 despised him too much ; and I had a sore heart, for I haJd been 
fond of the wretche<l man. I remembered the days of my childhood, when 
lie had played and hunted in my company. My father had treated him 
almost as a son, and I had treated him as a fiiend.” The baron, this time, 
})egan to groan in the most distressing manner. “ I had made up my mind 
to go away,” resumed the marqui^ “ and forget the ri^rate forever, but jf 
had yet to learn the extent of h»s infamy. Tliat very night J was an osted, 
and taken before a magistrate whom Jacqu^ had gained over by his false- 
hoods ; I was accused of tvro or three offices which were of a nature to 
place me on the level of a swindler and vilabi^d. ** 

For a moment Bernard seemed to bo besido himself. He gesticulated 
furiously, threatened the baron and his accomplice with his fist, aiidsemod 
about to spring upon them. But his master <|Uiote<l him with a gesture, 
and continued in a clearer and louder tone : “Yes, I had been guilty, »b 
said the magistrate, deceived by this miserable scoundrel, of threats of nn 
improper character, and an attempt at .swindling. As for my assertion that 
I was the heir to the name and pixiperty of Chainptoc^ it was not even dis- 
eusRCil. I was told that the old marquis and his son had been killed in the 
civil war, and that they had deservOil it, as they bad been rebels, I wished 
to protest ; but I could not, unfortunately, produce any authentic papers. 
Proacrilied as we had been, and condemned to wander about, we oould not 
take any documents. or deeds of property with ua. When I spoke of brings 
ing forward the t^i^nony of those who had known me in former days, if 
there were any in that part of the country, the reply was that it vi^ould be 
time enough to bring such proof forward when the investigating magistrate 
commenced proceedings, and until then I was to be sent to prison.” 

“ If I had only lieon there. Oh I Heaven J ” murmured the groom. 

** Unfortunately, Bernard, you were wandering about, poor and proscribed 
like your master, and I did not find you till twa years afterwawls. Ah ! 
Providence rewarded me that day, and made up for all that I had suffered 
in the house of our ‘ faithful steward ! ’ You did not refuse to recognize 
_me, although my family had never done for you anything in companson 
"with what it had done for Jacques. My father did notjj^ike you from a 
ditch, and save 5 mu from poverty and death,*’ 

“ You well know% Monsieur le Marquis,” cried Bernard, that for three 
generations back, my family has always lived for the sake of yours, and 
some have even died for tho G^hamptoc^.** 

’ ** I know that, my friend, and it is for that reason that I your 
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ddvotioii» 80 generously oHercd. You did not hesitate to foUaw me; to 
eiiare my evil fortunes, to sustain me in the terdble etrug^e which 1 was 
a^out to bemn to reconquer rank and fortune, stolen from me by treachery ; 
and this although you also had a daughter dear to you.*' 

M. de Champtocfe's voice broke here, and he was obliged to pause. The 
oashier^s face, meantime, W’as a study, for, convinced that his person and 
fortune were less threatened than the baron's, he had taken heart and was 
determined to defend himself. , 

“I will finish iny mournful story,’* said Albert* eventually becoming 
calm again. After the odious sceme .I had submitted to, I lacked the 
courage to expose myself to fresh affronts, and I resolved to fly. I might, 
no doubt, have persevered and awaited the public decision in my favour in 
a court of law, but I had other purposes to carry out. A country jail is 
not guartlod like a Paris prison, and I was strong and skilful enough to 
scale a w-all, and dislodge an iron gratinjg. I did so, and by dawn I was 
far frofn the wretched town where I had found nsUght but injustice due to 
the lies of a renegade. That outrage had changed my heart. To the scorn- 
ful pity which I had felt at Jacques’ treason, there succeeded an ardent 
desire for revenge. I coldly weighed the acts of this man, and the benefac- 
tions of my father in the balance of justice with the calmness and impartial- 
ity of a judge, and my conscience decided for me. While the scamp was, 
no doubt, rejoicing at having forever got rid of the claims of the man he 
had despoiled, I recrossed the sea, and as I saw the shores of France vanish 
I took a solemn oath.” The baron shook like a leaf, and the cashier looked 
much less confident. ** I swore never again to set foot on iny native land, 
unless it were to revenge myself, even though I might wait ten years, even 
twenty yea.rs, for the day of vengeance ; and those of my race have never 
taken an oath in vain. ” 

After these words there came a somewhat long spell of silence. Bouscar- 
eau did not date to speak, and no sound was heard but the heavy breathing 
of Baron Brossin. “ Bernard,” said the marquis gravely, at last, ** are yoii 
ready to swear before this likeness of your old master, that the revelations 
you nave made are true ? As M. dc Champtoce spoke, he raised his hand, 
and pointed to the portrait of the old noble, whose eyes seemed to glare at 
the two traitors. 

** In the presence of mf master, and before Heaven,” replied the groom, 

I swear that Jacques Brossiu and Fj’on^ois Bouscareau stole the treasure 
of ChamptocA” 

** Stole I Pooh ! it was given to us,” growled the cashier. 

“ 1 swear,” resumed Bernard, “ that ftan^ois Bouscareau sold us to the 
enemy for the miserable sum of five hundred francs, and'that his infamous 
treachery caused the death of twenty -two of those who were with ns. May 
their blood be upon his head ! ” 

“ Bah ! there is the limitation of law,” said the cashier, sconifnlly ; “go 
and tell all this to a judge, and hear what he will say.” 

“ Good, my old friend ! ” said Ajjy^jbdo Champtoc^, a 
gesture to Bernard, “ your testimonylR^^iyMffice even if we had 
other proofs, fqfc, I know that you Now, baron, tell m# wfeT* 

punishment traitors deserve. ” * 

“ Have on me, Monsieur Ic Mar<][ui8 1 have mercy in your father's 

name ! ” cried Brossin, who seemed ready to fall on his knees, 

“ My f(^her’e name ! ” eicclaimed Albert, ^how can you dare to mention 
It ? Is too much impudence 1 ” . ' * ** 
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“ Well, 1 admit tliat I am guilty,*’ resmnocl the banker ; ** I withbeM A 
secret dej^sit, I denied niy master, but 1 alee had a family, and I v^ished 
to make a fortune for their sake ; that is my sole excuse, Be it as yon say I 
I have been guilty indeed, and deserve punishment. Tell me yourself, 
marquis, what it shall be, and though you may exact all I possess, I will 
give it up to you." 

“ The sacrifice you offer is notliing, baron, for you possess nothing." 

Say but a word, and my bank, my credit— all is yours," said Brossin, 
who had not understood the real meaning of this reply. 

“ I need neither, and, besides, your safe is empty, and your Credit gone.** 
‘ ‘ But — ** 

“ Do you suppose that I am ignorant of ycur real pecuniary situation? 
Must I remind you tliat the failure of Fasaitfc & Lumley has ch^prived you 
of your last resources ? Have you forgotten that the Bank of France lately 
refused to honour your signature, and that you have not enough to meet 
your payments at the end of tlie month ? ** 

1 swear to you, Monsieur lo Marquis — ** 

“Do not swear. It would be utterly useless." 

“Ask my cashier, Bouacareau, whether we shall not be able lo pay 
everything." The cashier i^de a significant grimace. “Why, this very 
morning," urged Brossin, told me — ** 

“ He told you,’* interrupted M. de Champtoc^, “ that your only resource 
was to sell my two thousand certificates of stock. This was true, you had 
none other." 

“Oil, Monsieur Ic Marquis, can you believe — ’* 

“ That you would use the deposit intrusted to you by me ? You had 
done BO bSorc. Why shouldn’t you do in Paris what you did at Champ- 
tocc ? " 

“But I did not do so, as you have the stock in your possession," ex- 
claimed the banker. 

“ You did not dare refuse it to me, that is true, because yon thought that 
to-night you would receive a million in gold, and you must have b,eeh very 
confiding not to suspect me when I offered you the sum in S] vanish doub- 
loons.” 

This lime the baron found no rejily. He realised the extent of his foolish 
credulity, and he hung his head. Bouscaveau looked at him with scornful 
eyes and shrugged his shoulders. “ 1 can restore the money W'ith interest," 
stammered Brossin, at last. 

“ You are too generous," said the marquis. 

“lam not so completely ruiued as you think ; 1 still have my house on 
the Boulevard Haussmaun, my cldteau and my lands in Honnandy.” . 

“ All that belongs to the creditors of your banking-house, baron, and 
IjLcavcn forbid that I should deprive them of their dues \ " 

“ But I could borrow, everybody believes me to bo ricli, and I am ready 
to try. anything to indemnify you,” 

“ Do you believe, *' replied M. de Champtoc^*, “that I would ceueent to 
>n*oh deception ? " 

“ You are my creditor as w^cll as they, the first of all, ydbr debt is sacred 
and—" # 

“ You think then that my aim in bringing you het'o is lo recover the 
palt^ sum of which you robWjd me? to force you to restore it V' 

“ I know that you wish to punish me," replied Brossin, htttnblf .. , 

“ And you think that punishment would we enough? Eeallyi^^^ 
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if^vy upon . the wrong which yon did your master 1 Ten y^ra of 

struggling, danger, and suffering are to he paid for by banding baoK eighty 
thousand franes 1 That is very cheap 1 Anil fprgot that you said with 
interest 1 

This prolonged mockery was the most cruel torture to which the marquis 
could expose his father^s Steward, but Bouecareau did not take any of it to 
himself and l^ecame bolder and bolder, llis face expressed lively satis- 
faction with himself as he listened attentively. Ho was thinking. ** tlow 
wise "! was to separate my business from that of such u fool as Brossln, and 
wot to expose my property to the liability of seizure. ” 

**'liOt us finish with this tiresome subject/* resumed the marquis, and 
Iwj ;casy as regards my money you may have ; I have no design upon it, and 
do* not even wish for a farthing of it, for the excellent reason that i do not 
need it. I am not, as you believed, Count d’Alcamo, or a. Sicilian nobte- 
maii, hut I am much richer than you have ever becFi, even when you were 
most wealthy. It is not money that X need from you.” 

What do you need of me ? ’* murmured the baron, turning pale. 

** Wei)/’ replied M. de Champtoc4, coldly, “ you will think me very old- 
fashioned, but I must .tell you that X believe in law as practiced by bar- 
barians, and in punishing, I believe only in r^Uation.*’ 

What 1 are you going to put me in prisonr *’ groaned th# baron. 

No, no, it is not in tlwat way that 1 understand retaliation. * An eye 
for an eye, a tooth for a tooth,’ said the warriors of bygone days, when only 
physical chastisement was in use. At the present time we have something 
bettet than such primitive punishment, X should like to know what I 
should gain by inflicting corporal punishment upon you, or throwing you into 
a dungeon with your worthy friend, Monsieur Bousoarenu ? ” The cashitn* 
did not budge on hearing his name mentioned in this very unsatisfactory 
manner. He believed himself to be safe from all physical and moral pun- 
ishment, and merely thought of separating his own cause from that of his 
unlucky master. “ Ho you think, sir,*’ continued the Marquis de Champ- 
toc4, ** that the only wrong you did mo was to make me spend n few hours 
between four walls in a countiy jail? T)o yon think that f have not sut- 
fered in my dearest affections ? ” 

** I thought that you were alone in the world,” stammered the baron. 

“I told you but a moment ego that when I claimed my inhei itanoe it 
was in order that I might procure bread for my family. You refused it to 
me, and for want of this paltry sum, which had already been tripled in 
your hands at the time when I begged of you to restore it to rno, my poor 
wife died without having again seen the husband who adored her, and a 
dear daughter lived on to the age of twenty without being able to embrace 
her father. Do you understand, now ? ’* Brossin was, indeed, beginning 
lo understand. “ You are ruined, sir,” resumed the marquis, ** but It is 
Heaven that punished you in that way. it would not allow your ill-gotton 
money to profit you, so it set a term to your iniquitous prosperity; The 
rest I dids I alone ! ” 

“ The rest ! ” murmured the banker, in amazement. ^ 

**Yon have pist seen your son,” resitmed Albert, ** and X need not tell 
you anything Hpjut him, 

** Alfred ? oh, I swear to you that he is hot guilty ; and, when you learn 
how' he was enti appcd into following -those tiiievea— ” 

“H^l^pped, you say? Enti-appcd into scaling a wall, and in company 
withii^ipjiaseapod convicts I That, it must be confc.ssod, h a strange weak- 
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ness on the part ot a. rich young man, a man of society. I wonder hOW a 
magistrate will look upon this amiable weakness ; but, let me proceed. Is 
it anything of tho same kind that led him to forgo the signature of one of 
his friends upon a note ? * 

“ You know that ? exchiimod Brossin. 

** Yes, and a deal elsdt besides,** replied the marquis, coldly. 

‘‘•His friend won’t denounce him ; I saw him to-day, and he promised mo 
to keep silent.” 

“This obliging friend may do so, but how aboi^t the holder of the notes ? 
Will he show the same indulgence ? ” , 

“ I will pay him, and get him to abandon the matter, and he would be 
very cruel If — ” 

“Or, in a great hurry to be paid. The bills were presented yesterday 
morning and your son did not pay them. Yesterday, in the afternoon, the 
bearer went to tho charming young man, whoso name was upon them as 
entlorser, and I assure you ho did not hesitate to say at once that his*signa; 
ture bad been forged. He may have regretted that aftcr^'^ards, but by this 
time the holder of the notes must have put the mattel* in the hands of the 
law.” 

“ To get back his money he will willingly withdraw his complaint, no 
doubt. I wilklgo to the magistrate -who has it under consideration, and h,© 
won’t refuse to listen to the entreaties of a father who is known by every- 
body to be an honourable man.” 

“ That honourability is likely to suffer at the end of the month, but no 
matter, you still enjoy the consideration shown to a monied man. .But you 
must also explain Monsieur Alfred’s nocturnal expedition, and I very much 
doubt whetlier any judge, however indulgent Iio may be, wil} take upon 
himself to set your son at liberty, together with the ex-convicts with whom 
he has associated. Now, you can measure, in some degree, what awaits 
your son. At present, 1 wish to speak to you of your daughter,” 

“ My daughter ! ” cried M. Brossin. “ Hcnrictte I I saw her just now— 
unless it was an illusion.” 

“ No, it was not an illusion : s^je is really nere ! *’ 

“ But bow ? And w^hy did she look So miserable and ill ? ” 

“ How she came here? ” replied the marQuis, “Hid you not authorixo 
me, this very day, to try and find her? You see that X succeeded. Why 
she looks ill 7 Let me tell you. I found her at Montmartre— she had gone 
there, to A miserable den, to hide her shame—” 

“ Her shame ! good God I ” cried the baron, hiding his face in his hands. 
“ Ah ! this is the last blow — ” Tears streamed from his eyes, and this time 
his grief was really sincere.. 

“ Have you no idea as to the name of tho man who wronged her ? *' asked 
tho marquis, after a brief pause. 

The baron started, and tried to reflect. But his mind had been so heavily 
taxed during the last hour that ho could not think of a reply. At last, 
however, he murmured; “I cannot tell — But I W'onld give my life to 
know that man’s name— for, perhaps, he would take pity upon her, and 
consent to repair the wrong he has done her.” 

“Well, I will assist you on that point,” said M. do Cha^toc^, gravely, 

“ At least, so far as tho man’s namo The scamp who has wronged 

your daughter is your friend, Monsieur Jqlea Norklet.” 

“It can’t be possible 1 ” exmaimed M. Brossin, in oqnstemati^n at tlda 
discovery., * . 



Spate me your doubte, Beiweutber your folly in confiding your daughter 
to Motteifflur Noridet’s proteetion one day at BiviEe— 

“ What then ? Ah I I remember now— the beaoh-^he tide— it wa« he 
who isaved her.” : ^ 

<* Welh do you now think that Noridet, who ie a^illionaire two or three 
tames over, cares to become yotir son -in daw! ” 

Hi Brossin knew that Koridet was not the man to yield to oonscientiotis 
scriiplee, and he was aware that his own position was not calculated to 
tempt a into marrying ‘ Henriette, He 

began to reiililh that ne was indeed lost. 

**'1 told you that your chastisement would be in ppportion to your 
orifn®*/’ slowly resumed M. deChatnptocd. Jacques Brassin robbed, be- 
trayed, and deni^ his master ; Jacques Brossin suffers in his fortuUe as 
weu as in his children. Broviclenoe is just, and I am but the instrument of 
its revjenge.” 

** But 1 am not the only one who is guii^/* cried the baron, who U'as be- 
ginning to lose his wits ; ** no, it was not I who did all the harm, atul, but 
for the bad advice of Francois, I should never have touched the money. It 
was he who mined in© ! ” 

**Hold your tongue!” growled Bouscareau. *^You didii’t need any 
urging to go to the vault, and open it. It whs not I, I preinime, who sent 
the marquis to prison. I was travelling when he came to Anjou,” 

“ Yes,” said the banker, at once, “ but you profited as muoli as I did by 
the theft, and, at all events, I did not cause blood to be shed, I did nob 
sell my brother peasants to the soldiers who killed them in the woods of 
La Houssaie 1 ” 

You lie 1 you scoundrel I ” howled the exasperated cashier. 

The marquis looked with utter contempt at the two scoundrels who 
reciprocaUy cast their shame into each other’s face. “ Be silent, and hear 
your judge,” said he, in a loud tone. Franqois Bouscareau is a traitor, 
and ^^nneois Bouscareau shall be punished as a tmitor,” 

‘♦Bah r I am tired of all .this!” said the cashier, letting his brutal 
nature get the better of his policy. ^tFor an hour past you have been 
throwing our youtliful freaks in our teeth. If this fool of a Jacques is 
afraid of you, I’m not, for I have nothing do lose. I know that yon can 
murder me, here, to-night, if you like : but you wonH} be fool enough to 
OJCpose yourself to an arrest, and all that,” added he. 

You are right. I don’t wish to kill you.” 

“ Well, then, as I have no bauking-hous©, no wife, no son, ho daughter, 

I defy you and laugh at you, and yon cannot pquish me in any way what- 
ever, as you cannot dopnve me of anything I ” 

“What I not even of the fortune whion is in that note case in your 
breast pocket ? ” As ho spoke, the marquis pointed to the big overcoat 
in which Bouscareau had arrayed himself. 

“ That is not true I I have nothing there ! ” cried the coahiw, tissuming 
a defensive attitu<le. 

Brossin, startled, but not sorry for this diversion, looked alternately 
from the accused to the accuser^ endeavouring to divine the meaning of 
the scene, “ You have enough there,” resumed M. do Ohamptoce, . “ to 
save your employer from failure. ; Only you haven^ the slightest wish to 
use your money for that purpose/' , . 

“Com® bow. Monsieur k Marquis,” said Bouscaremi, in a much mildoi^*! 
toneVi'ibis is a joke at the expense cd your humble servant.” - 
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*• I didn’t thinlc tJiAt ym had so little ta<?t, Mon»i$x«r BonscardAU, . How 
can you imagine thAt I would condescend to joke with a man like yon ? ” 
Like me \ Like me ! I*m a poor devil and that is all,” 

“Hot eo poor, as you carry a pocket‘book that would, ^©mpt w groat 
many people/' ^ 

“ Oh, yea1 an empty pocket-book,” growled tlm cashier* who saw that 
ho could not hide the bulging of his coat. 

“You spoak very lightly of your savings,” ' 

“ Well,, even if I have any, after all, what of that ? Suppose that;! have 
amassed* copper by copper, a little sum, by toiling for thi^y years, it 
eeems to me that it does not concern any one but myself/’ 

“ Do you really think that, Monsieur Bousoareau ?” 

“ Certainly,” said the scoundrel with consummate im^deuoe, 

“ Then it would matter little, it appeat^, whether the starting-point of 
your wealth ^''ere treachery or not. provided a man worim and piles up 
his treasure, it is of no consequence whether or not ’^le drst gold hb eained 
was blood-moijey. This is a new theory, and I can easily understand that 
you desire te propagate it.” 

“ I repeat that I know the law, that my money ik wiiwe, and that ho one 
has any right to meddle with my affairs. Where, should we be. J. shotdfd* 
like to knoWrif we inquired into the soiire© of all the fortunes that 
made 1 And supposing that it did vex me, I should not be the only person, 
here who wouldn’t care to render an account.” 

“You talk very well, Monsieur Bouscareau,” relied the mUrquis, 
quietly, ‘ * but I have not the least wish to discuss points of law ot moral 
questions with you. You have saved some money, that is all very well ; it 
amounts to a respectable sum* So much the better. What is less cbm- 
metidable, is the i^pugnance which you have always shown to*x>artmg with 
it even for an hour.^’ 

“ I do not know what you mean. I have nothing in the world but a shanty 
in my province, and a few crowns in ti\e drawers of my writing table,” 

“You forget the bank‘noteS and tho treasury-bonds, Id^sieur Bous*^ 
carcau.” 

The marquis, this time, had no doubt guessed rightly r for the cashier 
sprang up from his chair, and instinctively placed his hand upon the pocket 
which contained his treasure. 

“ Ah, you arc a far-seeing man,” resumed M. de Champ^c^* “and you 
haven’t, like .your friend Jacques, committed the iinprudonce of running 
great financial risks. While he was tendering loans, and prpnmtlng rail- 
way companies, you peacefully pursued your operations as a money-lender ; 
you lent * by the week,’ and your money did not long remain out ci your 
cash*box. While the baron was negotiating with stocks and eharea, buying 
land, and building houses and chateaux, yon were converting your money 
into sufe portable bonds, and yon did hot lose sight, day or night, of this 
powerful viaticum. That was truly practical philosophy, for, with the 
sum which you have about you, a person can always lariat a moment’s 
motice for England or the United States.” , 

“ I have no reason for leaving my own <^untry,”, 8Ui4 the ^hier,^ with 
feigned assurance. 

“ Who knows ? ahd, however clear your eonsedenee may be, you may not 
care to meet a disagreeable^ persbn---'Iike ^netance---e>nd in that 

• case, it is convenient to ne able to leave France in'an hotr^ time, and 
without loaving anything behind.” 
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I am not afraid ot anjr even of yon,” replied Bonscarean, m a 

rough toil©, 

‘'Como, in your plaoei’** continued M, do Champ fcoo^, without replying 
to this ingolenoe, diat is what I should do — go abroad. You say that you 
have no property or family, and besides, you no longer have to take cai*e 
ol Monsieur Btoaftin’s money for him, as he has none left.’' The baron 
sighed heavily on hearing this. “Yes, it would bo a good time to go 
abroad," addod the marquis. 

don’t say that I sha'n’t," muttered the ca^diior) placing both hands 
upon the breast of his coat, which was sttuQTod out with thousand -franc notes, 

“ Well, do so ; and with your activity and intelligenoe you will no doubt 
make another fortune, for I will allow you to take forty thousand francs 
with you, and I am sure that you will oe able tp turn tliat little sum to 
got>d account. It represents just your half of the Spanish doubloons which 
you took from the vault." 

** Wljftit do you mean ? ” howled Bouseareau, in a rage. 

“ I mean that I want the million which you have in your note case,’* 

** Never i ’’ cried Bousearoaii, wildly. 

“JLay it upon tbo table I " 

“Come and take it," shrieked Bouscaroati* sharply, at the same time 
seizing hold of the stool, upon whiclvhe had been sitting, to use it as a 
wea^n of defence. 

“Take your seat again," said the marquis, with scornful calmness, “ and 
don’t oblige me to call rny servants who are behind that door. You must 
not forget that it would suffice for me to make a sign to Bernard, to open 
the door and to say one word for the attendants to shackle you like a 
criminal," ^ 

The cashier looked around Jiim with haggard eyes, and seemed like a 
wild beast caught in a trap. He no doubt saw that an attempt at flight or 
resistance would fail* for he put down his stool and remained standing witli 
hie arms crossed, and hia head bont down, as though to press to his heart 
for a moment longer the treasure which he would be compelled to relinquish. 
“Now, give me the pocket-book," said M. de Champtooe, firmly. 

“ This is infamous violence 1 it is a perfect snare," cried Bouseareau, 

“ and if I yield, it is in order not to be knoclied down by your rascally 
hirelings. But I j^rotest I yes, I protest with all my might, and to-morrow 
wo shall see what tlie police will say to all this," 

“ Oivo me the pocket-book 1 " 

The cashier put his hand to his pocket, grinding his teeth wdth rage as 
he did so, and the pocket-book came forth, puffed out with precious papers. 
However, before parting with it, the owner once more tried to soften his 
judge. ** What, Monsieur le Marquis ! you — you consent to take this 
money ? You will act like a sheriff does when he seizes upon a poor man’s 
goods to make him pay his taxes t This is a fine tax that you are making 
me pay. Well, so be it, I have deserved it, but I could never have believed 
that you would soil your hands bv taking it.” 

This pathetic speech had a little more success than the bhistoring which 
had preceded it, Who says^" began M. de Champtoc4, with a haughty 
air, “that I wish to take the miserable million you have made, thanks to 
your early theft 1 You say that it is a tax. Never did you speak more 
^ truly, for I take this money to use for a purpose known to myself." 

, “ Whether you take it for yourself or othef's, it matters little to me so,^. 
^ take it," 
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This million shall be used to make and, for the last time, 1 

order you to place it upon this table,” 

Bouseareau once more glanced at the door, but remombedibg that this 
sole means of egress was guarded, he made a gesture of despair, and held 
out his dear treasure. ‘‘When I think tliat if I had invested my nionty, 
this could not have happened,” he murmured^ convulsively pressing the 
pocket-book once more to his breast. 

“ Too much prudence is sometimes a bad thing,'' sneered Albert. 

There goes the money which I have had such trouble to save I ” cried 
the cashier, in a tragic tone ; “ take it ! strip me of all I have ! reduce me 
to poverty. There ! ” And at the sami'- moment, the precious notes fell 
upon the table, 

“ Take that, Bernard,” said M, de Ohamptoc^, pointing disdainfully to 
the pocket-book. The old groom obeyed, not without yisible, Repugnance, 
however, at touching the vile money. 

saiil the marquis, ^‘now the sentence upon Francois Bous* 
carcau has been carried out ; and to-morrow it will be your turn, Jacques 
Brossin.” 

Tlie baron gazed with haggard eyes at his judge. '*Honsicu^ le Mar- 
quis,” he pleaded : “do not reduce me to despidr — spajt« my poor* 
children — ruin me, dishonour me, kill me if you choCse, but my daughter^ 
ray poor daughter— what has she done to you ? ” 

“l>id you have any pity for mine ? ” 

“Yours ! Ah ! I do not know her, but Heaven is my witness that I 
would like to devote the rest of my life to rep<iiring the wrong I liavc 
done her, and it is in her name that I l>eg of you to show mercy to poor 
Henrictte.” 

There must have been an accent of sincerity in M. Brossiti^s lamenta- 
tions, for M. de Champtoed bad become extremely pale, and one could s *'0 
tliai ho was moved. “ What o’clock is it, Bernard ?” lie suddenly asked tlio 
old groom, 

“ Half past twelve, Monsieur lo Marquis,” 

“ Then go and see if my orders have been executed.” 

Bernard rose up and left the room. After his departure there was a 
jirofoiuid silence. M. de Champtoed folded hiS arme and waited. The 
baron, moiioiilobs and mute, anxiously asked himself what was now about 
to take place. As for Bouscareau, he still stared at tdio table on which ho 
had 'laid Jiis now vanished woiilth, and, had he dared, he would have 
run after the old groom who, in obedience to his master, had placed the 
well-stuffeil notc-case in one of his large pockets. The scene was sad and 
solemn in this spacious room with its dark hangings, looking as it did like 
some hall in the ducal palace where the State Inquisitors of Venice were*' 
wont to sit. When Bernard returned, ho whispered a few words to the 
marquis, who presently went out with him, a^r giving him a , nod of 
approval. The acoompUces were left alone. 

“ What docs this now move mean? ” now said M. Brossin, wjth a look 
pf alarm. 

“I don't know, and I don’t care,” replied Bouscareau, rdu^ily; “so 
long as my money is hi the hands of those rascals, the rest is nothing 
to me.” 

“ Don’t talk so loud, you may be overheard I" whispered Brossin, eagerly, 
and seeming more and moro*alarmed. 

“ What do I care who bears me ? Do you tlxink I hesitate tO say wdiat 
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I think, j)ow that I am daprivacl of ovaiy thing ? They may take my very 
skin if they like. I don’t care 1 

“But I do; and I hope that my prayers have touched the marquis’s 
heart, and that he will consent to spare my poor oliildren.” 

“ Your children I A great loss that fool of an Alfred would be to 
society I ” 

You need not insult my poor son, you, who ai'o the cause of all my 
misfortunes.” 

“ I the cause of your misfortunes J *' cried Bouscareau : ** idiot that you 
jire, if you had only listened to me in your ofhee when I warned you to 
beware of this pretended Italian, if you had not stunned mo with yonr 
stupid praises of him, we should not have run tmr heads into this place, 
like rats into a trap ! ’’ 

“And what good would it have done me to i*emam at home, with my 
son and daughter already in the power of the marquis ? What should we 
have gained by remaining free ? ” 

“ Speak for yourself, you fool ! If you are ruined by playing the fine 
gentleihan — if the stupid vanity of all the Brossins—male and female — ^lias 
cost you all that you possess, I haven’t been a spendthrift for my part. J 
have never had a cliiiteau — or a house on the Boulevard Hauasmann ; / 
never bought any barony that was for sale second hand, I^o ; I have 
slaved like a negro ; I Imvc deprived myself of everything ; I have oudgellcd 
my brains to turn mv poor money to account, and now your idiotic con- 
fidence in this man dcpiives me of a fortune earned by the sweat of my 
brow 1 Ah, there are moments when I feel like flying at your throat and 
strangUjig you 1 ” 

“ Why did yon carry your money al>out with you ? Did you over hear 
of anyone else going about with a million in his pocket — at night-time 
especially— and on going to see a man M’^hom you looked upon with mis- 
trust ? *’ 

“ Why did I do so t Yon have the face to ask me why 1 never loft iny 
money behind me? But it is you — ^fool that you are — who are the cause 
of all that as well as all the rest. It was becauso I daily expected to see 
you declared bankrupt, and didn’t care to follow you to the galleys, and so 
held myself in readiness to make off.” 

“I recognise you thoroughly in that, Fraiwjnis,” replied the banker, 
bitterly. “ Your heart is as bad as it was wdien you came skulking to 
the manor after betraying your mast.tr. You would have betrayed me as 
you betrayed him. That would have followed as a matter of course, and I 
ought to have expected it.” 

“ And you are as big a coward as on the night at the vault, when you 
dared not begin to bi'oak down the wall for fear that the marquis was not 
really dead. But come, J acques, instead of insulting one another, we had much 
better spend our time iiL^rying to find a way out of here ? I’ll venture to 
say that you’ve forgotton your appointment with your Monsieur Noridet.” 

“ Noridot ! The scamp who has wronged ray daughter,” cried the baron, 

* I hope I shall never see him again | ” 

“ Pooh J Never mind all that.^ If, as he promised, he is walking about 
in the neighbourHbod, ho might give us a famous lift.” 

“ But we cannot let him know. It would bo a thousand times bettei; to 
resi$sn ourselves, and try to soften the mai^quis.” 

“What good would that do me ? He wouldn’t give me back roy money, ^ 
woul(!/he V’ 



HIS ORBAT , Iffi ' 

“ Perhaps a port. Didn’t bo say that b® would j^ou foi^ty thousand 
francs ? ” 

“ Yea ; but on conditions that I should go off beyond the seaS,>nd set 
up somewhere in Australia or Califomia. Thank you ! I am not lNisposcd 
to b^in my Bttlo business all over again, too old for it.” 

I should be only too bappj^if he would forgive my unlucky Alfred, 
and give mo enough to go and live the best way I can in some comer.” 

“ Are you fool enough to think that he will do that! ^ AU the Gharup- 
toeds are as hard as oak. A man doesn^t entertain the idea of revenging 
Jiiujsclf for twenty long years to give it Up at his enemy’s first lamentations, 
when he has brouglit him to the ground.” 

“ I don’t say that he does, still, in spite of everything, I still have some 
hope.” 

“ Tlvat’s your business; biit I have made up my mind, and if on con- 
ditions that I go away, he venttires to offer me any alms out of the 
pocket-book he took from me by sheer force, I shall tell him that it* does 
not suit mo to accept, and that I love my beautiful native land too well to 
leave it. ” ... 

“But what will become of you, in your beautiful native land ? ” 

“ Don’t trouble your head about me. I am not a fool or a oowatd, \tKat^ 
ever this* cursoti nobleman may say, and I shall find a way to make him 
give back his plunder.” 

“ I doubt that very much,” muttered the baron. 

“ Doubt it as much as you please. The police have been invented for 
the protection of one and all, and the oommissnry of this district won’t 
vefiiso to come and search this nest of guerillas. It isn’t a very smart thing 
to liave returned to France, after commanding a gang in Anjou in 1632, 
lighting against the troops.” 

“ But there must have been an amngsty since then.” 

” What of that ? . It always looks tSd under any government, for a man 
to have run about all over the country at tlic head of insurgent peasants. 
Besides, I suppose that it is forbidden in civilised eountrie® to take the law 
into one’s own hands in this way, under pretext of * chastisement ’ and ^ re- 
taliation ’ and all that kind of tiling.” 

“ You are right, perhaps,” said Brossin, lowering his voice. “To-inorrow 
we can see what we can do in that direction, and wh(m we tell tlie author- 
ities what has happened — ” 

* ‘ Oh, as for that, you mustn’t have any illusion as regards your own 
matters. All the authorities in creation can’t prevent you from being* 
bankrupt, or keep your sou from going to prison, or your daughter from 
being left on your hands to become an old maicb” 

“One would think that you enjoyed my misfortunes,” said the baron, 
sharply. 

“Not at all; but I wish to separate my cause from yours. You are 
vulnerable on all aides, and I understand that you prefer to try suluhission 
and beg for the marquis’s indulgence. If the authoritiies annoy hiih about 
you, he need only say that he isu^ the cause of your failure or of your family 
misfortunes. But it is different with me. X nave been deo^ved„ Oj^^nared 
and robbed as though I had m&t a highway robber, and the tnar^^ttis 
1)6 sent to the galleys for this.”*' 

“ The mariids would de^ c^erythiug.” .s y, 

I shall c|dl upon you as a witneas.” ^ 

“ Don’t count uijou me,” said Brossin, promptly. “ You said jusij now 

YOL. II. * 
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tliat WO bad no Common oan^o. I flhoil ivy «6fton tbc marquis, if I find 
ifc to be my interest to do so,*’ 

** You are a perfect rascal ! ” 

“ No insults, You had better remombor tbatryou will find it very 

hard to make the police believe that you, who have always passed yourself 
off as a poor man, had a million in your pocket." 

Tliis was evidently true, and the cashier bit hla Ups with rage. * ‘ Ah ! ” 
he growled, you are a traitor and a coward ; 'Monsueur de Champtoo6 told 
the truth when he said so ; but I shall manage matters without you ; you 
may be sure of that I Let me only find Jules Norklet to-morrow I I am 
sure that ho and I Will come to an understanding. He is bold, and he is 
rich, and 1 have a kind of presentiment that he hates the marquis.” 
BoUsoaieau was still talking in this strain, when the door opened and a 
most unojcpectod person entered the room. 


XXX 

The two culprits had felt quite sure that the marquis was about to renp- 
pear, followed by his servants, or his groom. Brossin, who felt that the 
end of the scene was approaching, prepared to show himself humble and 
suppliant. Bouscaroau himself had lost a part of his assurance, and thought 
of the final assault ; but both their faces eomidetely changed when they re- 
cognised the person who now entered the red room. “ Monsieur Noridot ! ” 
they exclaimed at once. And the cashier added in a low tone: “Talk 
of the old gentleman and Ije’ll appear I” 

“Herc^I am,” said Noridot, as coolly as though he luid met Brossin in his 
own office. “ You look as though you didn’t expect me.” 

“ Well, we didn’t,” said Bduscarcau, “ still you conic at a good time,” 

“ Yos,” added the banker, savagely. “I wish to aaJc you—” 

“ Como,” interrtipUid Noridet, “what does all this mean? You made 
ino wait for an hour at the Barrifere dc Fontainebleau, still I don’t com- 
plain ns we arc all here now, but why did you send for me to come here ? ” 
“ Send 1 We ? ” exclaimed both of M. de Ohamptoe^’s prisoners at once. 
“Yes, you? I don’t supxiose that Monsieur do Monville knew that I 
as Waiting. ” 

“ But we are prisoners *, we sent no one to you. You have been 
doeeived.’^ < , , 

“ This is too much ! What foolish trick havg^V^Tbeen up to now, baron? 
Why did you take it into yoiur head to act instead of coming to our 
appointment?” 

“1 have been deceived myself, and was bnj^ht here against my will.” 

Well, if you do not exiilain yourself more clearly I shall go off again, 
as?! am in no humour to listen to riddles.” :p 

Gentlemen,” said Botiscareau, who iioWphoaght fit to interfere, “don’t 
let us lose time ih playing at * questions aTO,huswers.* Monsieur Noridet, 
be kind enough to tell ns what has passed, and how you got in here, so 
that M contrive to go out together.” 

** ltM|p|Riiy told. X arrived at the appointed hour, a few moments be- 
fore miomgbt, and 1 began to fed surprised at your Want of punctuality, 
when a man came up to me, bowed, coiled^, me by name, and said he came 
fiom y;ou#’*" 

At^d you believed him ? ” 
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“ Why shouldn’t I havo believed him ? No one could hftvo guessed our 
intentions, or have made up a story as to your expecting me.” 

“ And what did he say to you ? ” 

“That yoh had gone to the commisaary of police to tell' him about tho 
Bnare set lor your son, and ask his assistance. He added that you had had 
to deal with a magistrate who was very njuch interested in the matter, and 
who came at once with tlirce plain clothes poUcomen to Monsieur de Mon- 
ville’s house and entered it in the name of the law. Everything has turned 
out very well, it appears, and I congratulate you on the skill with which 
you have managed nmtteis.” 

“ This is sometliing unheard of ! ” exclaimed Brossin. 

“The messenger said that he was one of the three police agents, and 
Beemed very intelligent, I must say. He took me. at once to the line da 
Champ de I’Alouette, let me in by the little door which ho had left open, 
and then conducted me across the park as though he knew the way per- 
fectly well.” ' • 

“ Of course I He is one of the gang,” growled Bouscareau, 

“Come now! I have told you everything j so tcU me vhafc al] this 
means, instead of looking so astonished. I vlon’t mind a joke, but ibis 
Bt^ems to mo a bad time for playing tricks. Toll me all about Mon vdlle and 
what tlie commissary said to him. I should have preferred to manage all 
this without the police, but ns it is done—” 

“ Monville ! ” interrupted lioiusccareau, raising his arms to heaven, “there 
is no more Monville in the matter than police.” 

“What do you mean? Are yon in earnest ? ” said Noridet, frowning. 

“ I should say that E am 1 are all in the clutches of a much worse ^ 
brigand than your Jack of the ClifFs, and he must also have a spite against 
you as he has played yon this trick, and has caught you in the trap 8 mj well,” 
“Tlien the police agent — ” 

“ Was some servant rigged out for the occasion.” 

Noridet turned very pale and remained silent for a few moments. “Have 
you seen this man who takes people prisoners in this way ? ” he ^ked, 
anxiously. 

“ More than we cared, I assure you. He has just taken a large sum of 
money from mo,” replied Bouscareuu. 

“ Then he is merely a commonplace rascal, a robber who only wants 
?noney ? ” 

“He wants money and he wants to disgrace us, the baron, me, and very 
prob*ably you as well, since he has got you in here, just as he did ns. ” 

“I will niulcrtako to make him repent of it,” said Noridet, raising li is 
head, haughtily. 

“And I will help you,” cried Bouscareau. “To-night he plays tbo 
magistrate, but to-morrow we will have a cemmisaary al ter him, and wc 
shall see whether he will be able to get out of the mess.” 

Noridet, who did not care tO-have recourse to the polf^^ if he could pos- 
sibly help it, made no haste to r.iply. ** Gentlemen, he at la^t, “ I 
am at your orders, and it seems to me that we three bet^|||j^ts can surely 
punish this scamp I say wo three, for I surely need not asKHI^4^^' baron, 
whether you will join us. You will lend your help, if only %get your sou 
out of the scrape.” 

“ Yes, he’s locked up here — in a vault with tw^o roiighs, and the owner 
oJLthis place pretends that be tried to commit burglary here,” ^ 

“ Ah ! ah 1” growled Noridet, who knew what to think on this^oint, 
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imd he wm alxmt to tell his com^katiions of the scepe he had witnessed on 
the flight l>eforei when M. Brosain darted towards him« The baron had 
iSacn trying control himself ever since Noridet’s arrival, but he was un- 
aW® to winaln quiet any longer, and in a few hot words he now began to 
reproach his daughter’s seducer for bis infamous eonduot. **Yes 1’’ ho 
isried, *^3flknoW everything — and my unfortunate child Is here— 'Ovcrcomo 
v^t h gr ief and Shame^almost dying-^” 

I Mademoiselle Brossin here I ” eded Noridet, “it can’t be pos- 
sible 1 You must be mad. How can she have got here ? 

♦*The man who disposes of yOur life and mine took pity on her. He 
p^ed her from the den to which her shame had led her, and now covns 
frar with bis protection. He has more heart than you have, Monsieur 
“Hpridet ! 

M. de Mathis’s nephew was astounded, and, in fact, secretly alarmed. 
However, he fonnd sufficient courage to say,: “Before replying to a charge 
which I can only scorn, may I venture to ask you tlienamoof this generons 
protector who saves the daughter whilst persecuting tho son, the father, 
and the father’s friends ? ” 

“His name is the Marquis de Charaptoc^,” replied the banker, firmly. 
“ And you will have to settle accounts with him.” 

Noridet breaHied again. He ha^l feared for a moment that ho miglU 
hear a name he justly dreaded. “ And so,” said he, “ we are not in the 
house of your friend, Jack of the Cliffs, alias Monsieur de Monville, as I 
supposed. But who is this marquis ? I never heard his name before.” 

“We know it only too well,” said the cashier, lowering his voice. 
“ And, if you wish to see his face, you have only to look at that portrait 
yonder,” 

A shiulder ran through Noridet’s frame. He had seen the fatal portrait 
as he entered. Already, on the evening before, after the strange adventure 
which had brought him to the rod room, be had been alarmed on reoognis* 
iug tho dreaded features of Alcamo. The words now spoken by Bous- 
careau reminded him of this terrible resemblance, and he scarcely dared 
to turn towards the portrait. Still he made up his mind to do so, and 
began to talk loudly, like cowards who sing to try and gain courage. “ So 
this is like him, is it? I don’t suppose, however, that he sliows himself 
attired as a brigand chief, like this tall fellow with the hat and feathers ? 
That is just the thing, however, for a fine gentleman who waylays peoiile 
to blackmail them. I must have n good look at this dreadful man — ” 

Noridet did not finish, for an apparition — but in the flesh—now rose be- 
fore him, and one that he did not care to see. Bernard had entered the 
room, and so softly that no one had seen or heard hiUi, and lie was now 
Standing motionless, directly under his master’s picture. Noridet was 
somewhat puzzled at seeing him in an attire in which ho had never before 
beheld him, as he had always worn black on appearing as Count d’Al- 
camo’s steward, or else an apron as the smith of the Rue V anneau. How- 
ever, although Bernard had sufiered, his features had not changed so much 
as to prevent recognition, Noridet asked himself at first whether he was 
not the dupe of some illusion, for he had last seen the valet in a state of 
mental and physical prostration, which had not promised such a cure. 
Now, however, he saw that his eyes sparkled with hate as well as with 
intelligenee, and in his glance he read the determination to have revenge, 
and the certainty of securing it. 

“ You recognise me, sir, don’t you ? ” said the groom, coldly. 
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Why should I deny it ? ” said Noridet, striving to remain calm, It 
isn’t so very long since we met.” 

True, sir, and yon must remember it as yon wore in the custody of t^o 
policemen.” 

“I see with pleasure,” replied Noridet, impudently, “ that yo^r health 
has improved since then, and I am not surprised at it, as I rec^feimendod 
you very warmly to the commissary, and I heard tliat you liatl been placed 
in an excellent lunatic asylum.” 

“ I there recovered all that I had lost, even my irieinory,” 

I’m delighted to lioar it, I’m sure ! ” 

Louise’s father asked himself how it was that his would-be murderer 
looked so much at ease. Had he been able to read what was passing in his 
niiiul, he would liavo found that he w^as thinking as follow's : “ All that lias 
happened here has been contrived by Fortoto. This is the firm of ‘ Fortoio 
& (X’ The fathor-in-law helps the son-in-law, and they have Jaots. of the 
f ’litfs v/ith them, besides. This pretty set must be living on the remaihs of 
Alcamo’s spoils, and they have taken it into their beads to keep up Ids 
quarrel witli mo ; however X am not afraid of them. Now that he is at the 
bottom of the Rhine I don’t fear anyone,” 

Tlie tw'o witnesses of this scene did not understand it. Bros»m was not 
much surprised that Noridet should recognise the steward, as he had seen 
him at Mouvillo, but as to the allusion to the arrest he could npt guess its 
meauing. 

“ Come,” asked Noridet, after a pause, how it is that people here kid- 
nap and detain a respectable banker, and his no less respectable cashier, 
and then myself who am as respectable as they are.” 

“ Quite so,” replied ‘Bernard. 

“ You shall pay for your insolence, fellow, as I see that you m*ean to be 
insolent — as well as for all the rest of it,” said Noridet, angrily. ‘*lVho 
is at the head of this farcical affair, and who sent me a false policeman to 
l)riug me into this den wliich looks like a cut-throat’s abode ? ” 

‘‘ You were brought here by my master’s orders.” 

** And who is this master of yours, who has taken a leaf out of Vidooq’s 
book ? ” 

“ Vidocfj hunted down rascals, and so does my master. His name, since 
you wish to know it, is the Marquis de Champtic<S.” 

This name, first heard from Brossin, and now from Bernard, and which, 
moreover,- was completely unknown to Noridet, disconcerted and irritated 
him ; still, infatuated with his idea, ho persisted in thinking that it must 
be Jack of the CITfis or Monrillo under another new name. Marquis or 
not,” said Noridet, ** I advise him not to trouble honest people w'ho might 
shut their eyes to his fanciful changes of identity, but who won’t let him 
attack them with impunity.” 

“ My master fears no one,” replied Bernard, in a tone of utter contempt 
“You seem to have foi^ottcn what took place in the EoUeboise tunnel.” 

Noridet had hoped that although tlie valet had recovarod his reason he was 
not. yet lucid enough to remember the crime in the train. The scamp was 
now cruelly undeceived ; still he put a bold face on tlie matter and rejoined, 

“ Be kind enough to spare me your travelling impressions, and bring me 
face to face with your master, whoever he is. 1 wish to talk with hiin^ but 
not with his seiwants. ” ^ 

,* You wish to see me, sir ; here I am,” at this moment said a piercing, 
sonorous voice, which mode Noridet start. 
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Tho master’s entranoe was a perfect “ sta^ effect.’’ Brossin and Bous- 
oareau dreaded, but expected it ; so that th^r embarrassment was nothin^^ 
to^the terror that overcame Noridet^ His blood froee in his veins at the 
first words spoken by Bernard’s master, and when jbe saw the new comer 
slowly approach him, ho stafggored as though he had been struck by 
lightlying- * The seat i^hich the groom had occupied was near, and he sunk 
u|)on it overcome. M. de Champtoc^had now laid aside his naval uniform, 
and wore the simple but elegant attire in which he hc»d always appeared ast 
Coupt d’Alcamo. It was impossible for Noridet to make any mistake. It 
was indeed the man whom he liad twice thought ho had skin. Tho Rhine 
hadyklded up its prey, like the sea beneath the Monville cliffs, and thi? 
secoud resurrection was almost miraculous. Noridet began to think that 
bis enemy was invulnerable, and he bent his head, admitting to liimself that 
he was conquered. What course would be followed by this phantom whn 
had emerged from water and fire, who came from the tomb, as it were, ja.st 
when the murderer thought that he was delivered from him forever ? 

Noridet forgot Bernard, Jack of tho Cliffs, and the strange meeting with 
tho baron and his cashier in tliis fantastic abode. He only thought of hi* 
first crimes, and the image of Andr^e arose in his mind, now distracted by 
fear. He saw the poor x>ersccnted girl, pointing him out as her assassin tc 
M, d’Alcamo, and he felt that he was lost indeed. Brosain’s and Boms- 
carcau’a feelings were of a very different nature. Bouscarean espied fi 
chance of safety in this complication, which had brought a new culprit tf 
tho marquis’s tribunal, and oven Henriette’s father began to hope. Thor* 
was indeed something suggestive of this in Albert de Champtoc^’s change oi 
costume, for in laying aside his naval uniform, he mi^rht, they thouglib, 
have also laid aside his old resentment and projects of revenge. 

WhatoW might be his intentions, however, their judge resumed his 
seat. He pointed to the stools on which the two accomplices also seated 
tliemselves, for they saw that a fresh interrogatory was about to take place, 
and that this time someone else was to be tried. Bernard, meanwhile, 
took his stand behind liis master’s chair, and these various preparations- 
greatly increased Noridet’s fear. The master and the man seeinecl to hin: 
like two spectres risen to accuse and confound him. 

“ Monsieur Noridet,” now said M, do Champtoc;<S, “ a moment ago yon 
expressed a desire to see me. I myself was anxious to see you, as I have 
many important things to settle with you.” Although the marquk’s voice 
was calm, it did not quiet Noridet’s fears, for he knew that, howovei 
serious the circumstances, Alcamo was always icily cold. 

** Now,” added Bernard’s master, “ Compose yourself. For tho momeiii 
I do not intend to revert to tho post so far as I myself am Concerned. Ir 
sending for you my desire was to bo of service to Baron Brossin. He will 
explain to you the matter in hand. Speak, baron,” added M, de Champ 
too4. 

Brossin could scarcely believe his ears — ^he was no longer an accused ; 
ho was to be accuser, for all this undoubtedly concerned his daughter. 
“Yes,” said he haughtily, tunung to Jules Noridet. “ You know jny 
reasons for complaint, I told you them just now — I recei red you at my 
house because I believed you to bo an honourable man, but you profited by 
my confidence to lead daughter astray.” 

‘ ‘ I deny it 1 ” cried Noridet in a rage. 

‘^Yqn deny it — have you forgotten the day when we imprudently ceu- 
her to your protection at Biville on the beach ? ” 
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1 remember that I then saved her life, that is all.*’ 

*‘Slie herself shall ^nfannd you ! ’* cried M. Brosedn, forgetting his own 
troubles in bis daughter’s wrong. 

** Bernard/’ intejf*po«sd M. do Champtoc4^ “go and ask Mademoiselle 
Henriette, on my behalf, to come here and embrace her father.” 

These words made a deep unpression on Noridet who remembered that 
Alcamo had previonely commanded him to marry Henriette. But be 
lacked time for reflection, for the door now opened, and Henriette pale and 
I feverish entered the room leaning on the old groom’s arm. Her father at 
once darted to her and pressed her to his heart. Noridet himself struggled 
Avith his emotion, and by dint of energy he at . last succeeded in assuming 
an expressum of indiflerence. M. de Champioct$ had risen to his feet and 
i Beiirictto was gently seated in his arm chair. A moment’s silence 
followed. Then the marquis, facing Noridet, exclaimed: “Denials are 
1 useless. I was at Monville at the time, and you yourself, on a night you 
[ must remember, confessed to me that you liad wronged Mademoiselle 
JBroasin.” 

“It isn’t true,” rejoined Noridet. 

“Not true?” said M. do Champtoc^ scornfully, “spare me your 
denials. I’hc hour for reparation has come. What it shall be will depend 
on Baron Brossin’s decision.” 

“ 1 only know’ of one course in such a matter,” said M. Brossin, “ Mou^ 
sieur Noridet must marry my daughter ; on that condition I ^viil consent to 
forgive him.” 

“ You hear ? ” said M. dc Chanjpfcocd, turning to Noridet. “ To-morrow 
morning you will call on Madame Bi’ossin and ofticially ask her for her 
daughter’s hand ? ” , 

Noridet was trembling wdih rage; however, he realised that rosistanco 
was useless, at least foi the time being, and so in a Im&ky voice he 
nnswered, “ I will go.” 

“ The marriage,” said the maniuis, “will take }>lace as soon as possible, 
niid tlic newly married pair can spend tlmfr honeyntoon in — d^m’l you 
tliinlv that iSwitzerland would be a country where you would enjoy your- 
clf?”and so saying, he looked fixedly at Noridet. “ 1 think that you 
might explain many of its beauties to j'our wife.” 

'rhe baron was delighted, and forgot lus impending ruin and his im- 
prisoned son in his joy. He felt ready to throw himself at the feet of his 
former master to thank him. Henriette on her side raised her eyes to M. 
de Champtoc^’s with an expression erf gratitude ; whilst os for Noridet, he 
liid his rage hy a great efTort a)id tried to look uucoiicernod. 

“ Bernard,” now said M. de Champtoc^, “ is the brougham ready ? ” 

“Yes, Monsieur lo Marquis. It is waiting at the little gate of the 
Itark.” 

“Then, sir,” said the marquis to the baron, “my carriage is ready to 
take you home with j'our daughter.” 

An exclamation of delight escaped Brossin’s lips. “And I?” asked 
Boivscaroau. 

“ Before parting,” added M. dc CharoptoctS, ^vithout paying any atten- 
tion to the cashier, “I want to tell you, baton, that! propose giving 
Mademoiselle Henriette a dowry. 'This million,” added he, ivointing to the 
}>oc;kct-hook containing Bouscar^u’s money, ami which Bernard now held in 
lus’hand, “will be hers.” ^ ^ 

Bouscareau' uttered a perfect howd, but bis judge x^aid no attention lo his 
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ftugor, quietly addmg, “ Now Monsieur Bousoareau, you can accompani 
the baron» 1 wish to remain alone with Monsieur Korideh^’ 

Bouscareau* on hearing this decisioii, from which there was no appeal 
began to make gestures m des^mr, but an icy gh^i|^ from his old luaste 
oheofcod him, and he grew calmer again, and remained not, however 

without grinding his teeth, as he mentMly voived to recover hrs saving 
from the baron’s daughter. He was at all events glad to be free to gi 
away, and only feared that M. de Champtood might change his mind ii 
that respect. As for Brossin, the marquis’s unexpected generosity so over 
came him, that he threw himself upon his knees, yielding to that longing 
to, humble himself, which had been uppermost in his mind since the i)e 
ginning of the interview, “ My master 1 Monsieur le Marquis S ” he cried 
with * supplicating gestures, ‘ ‘ you forgive me, then ! you deign to forgo 
the past ? All my life shall be devoted to repairing the wrong I have dom 
you, and to blessing your name.** 

“I have not said that I forgive you,’* replied M. de Champtoce coldly 
These words, disdainfully dung at the enthusiastically grateful baron, actci 
like a shower-bath upon him, 

“Oh, 1 hoped — good Heaven! I trusted — ** he began, between tu( 
sobs. 

“ Rise, sir,*? said the marquis, and thank your daughter. “ It is for hoi 
sake, and for her alone, that I control my resentment ; 1 only u'ish t( 
punish the guilty. ” 

As he spoke, the marquis took hold of Henriotte’s hand and pressed it 
The poor girl was weeping bitterly, 

“ My son Alfred is also innocent ! ” urged M. Brossin, now rising to hii 
feet again, 

“ Ot your sins, no doubt, but be has sins of his own to amwer for,*' rc 
plied M. de Champtoc^. 

“ Wretch that I am ! ” exclaimed the baron, with an accent of grief, tht 
sincerity of which could not be mistaken : “ it is I--1 who am respoiisibU 
for his conduct in the eyes of Heaven and as regards you, marquis. Had 1 
brought him up differently — had I given him a good example —he Woulu 
not— ^ 110 , he would never have degraded his family.” The marquis smilcti 
bitterly. “Ah! I understand,*" said the unhappy father. “Iknowthal 
Jacques Bro.ssin’s sou has nothing to lose as to honour. But what can 1 
say? I cannot bear to think of Alfred seated in the dock witli 
criminals— ” 

“ Whether he sits therewith other criminals or alone, it will beihesauit 
thing. Supposuig I let him go mid say nothing of his attempt at burg 
lary here, it does not follow that I can stop the suit against him for for 
gery,” 

The baron groaned and was unable to reply ; but Henriette came to his 
help. “ Ah ! BU'S said she, “ I know that my poor brother is very guilty; 
hut you surely will not reject the prayer of one who owes you so much a.^ 
I do. You wish to give me a dowry,*’ she added, eagerly, “and I sec tltat 
ruin is falling iqmu 'my family. Well, X beg of you to devote the inoney 
which you oner me to saving Alfred,” 

M, do Champ too6 looked at Henriette, and saw by the express ton of her 
eyes, that bet emotion was unfeigned. Sorrow seemed to have utterly 
transfonned this once frivolous girl. If^you had a daughter,” slie added 
s<rftly§ ** I am sure that she Mmuld add her entreaties to nune.” * « . 

words decided M. de Champtoci!?, for he answered, with an emo- 
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lion which ho did not attempt to conceal : “ Mademoiselle^ your brother 
shall be restored to you. I promise you that he shall be.” 

Henriette thanked him, with a grateful look which was more eloquent 
than words, and when the baron once more wshed to protest Ids gratitude, 
the marquis stopped Mm with a gesture. ** It is time to go/’ he said 
^ily. ^‘Madame Brossin must be anxious at your long absence and that 
of her daughter, and it would l>e cruel to keep her longer in suspense.” 
Then, as Henriette looked at him entreatingly, he added: “Her son 
shall return to her as well.” 

Bernard now opened the door. The four tall lackeys appeared j and 
Brosfciiin, Bouscareau and Henriette prepared to retire with this escort, M. 
de ChamptocC dismissed the party with these words — at once threatening 
and promising ; “ To-mOrrow, baron, all that I have said shall be done.” 

“My daughter will have a husband,” thought M. Brossin, os he hoard 
tins, “ my son will be free, and I shall be ruined ! ” 

As the door closed behind the partv, the marquis turned to Noridet and 
said, “ Now we will speak together.” 

“ I am at yottr orders, since I am in your power,” ropHe4‘ 'N^oridet, with 
a sinister smile, as he seated himself on Brossiti’s stool. 

“Well, sir,” began M. de ChamptocC, “I hope that this conversation 
will be the last tliat we shall ever have together. So pray listen to me 
attentively, and interrupt me as little as possible. At the time of our last 
interview at the Schweiserhof, I explained to you very clearly my intentions 
as to the future, and you promised to obey the orders wdiich I gave you. 
It was agreed, that evening, that when called upon you sliould ask for 
■Slademoiselle Brossin’s hand, and also, give evidence before a magistrate 
ill a matter respecting which I was to give you further information.” 

“Probably tliat of the forgery committed by Monsieur Alfjred, my 
future brother-indaw,” said Noridet with an ironical grimace. 

“ You have plenty of aewnon, but let me finish. I agreed that when you 
had done all this, you should be allowed to leave France forever, 
time has come to do so.” 

The assassin could scarcely believe that he heard aright. Aloamo-^or 
rather the marquis — must certainly be ignorant of his having set lire to 
Fritz’s but. “1 am ready to leave,” he replied, eagerly, for he felt only 
too glad to get off so easily. 

“ I will add that you need not keep the second promise,” said M. de 
Champtoc^. “ It will suffice for you to many Mademoiselio Brossin.” 

“ I will marry her, although at the time of my promise I was ignorant of 
the situation of her respectable father, and no less honourable brother.” 

“I am constrained to say that no other marriage could be better suited 
to you,”, replied the marquis with withering contempt. 

“Be it so,” muttered Noridet, wincing under the insult, “but at least 
when once I am in a foreign country, you will agree to leave me peace.” 

“ No doubt ; only I have rcvoketl my decision as to letting you have your 
uncle’s fortune, for at that time arson did not figure arnmig yoor crimes,” 

This blow was the harder tu bear as it was unexpected, “ You have no 
proof of any such thing, you cannot have any,” cried Noridet. 

“ I know that you burnt down Fritz’s liut, and that a poor dis%^tred 
fellow perished in the river. You thought me dead alao^ but you see I am 
alive. Oh ! it was artfully contrived. While I w^as going a rounidabont 
way in a vehicle, you followed m shorto route on foot. But as to proofs in 
this respect, that is of no matter, for 1 have proofs of your earlier erffnes in 
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my poseeswon, and, if needful, I sKall make use of tkeiw. For the present, 
tfie only punishniont which I shall inflict will be to deprive you of your 
inheritance.’’ 

- ** What I yon vHU bring forward the will ? *’ cried K'oridet, vdldly. 

I certainly shall.” 

“ Then death is better 1 I prefer euicirle to x^overty. At least, by killing 
myself I shall avoid marryingt hat charming person whom yon forcetipon me. ” 

“ Who told yon that I meant to reouCe yon to poverty ? ” said the 
marquis, haughtily. Mademoiselle Brosain has a dowry of a million, ami 
her husband will still l>c able to cut a fljfnre in a Gentian, Swiss, or Italiau 
towm” A strange gleam now came into Koridet’s eyes. “However,” 
oontinued M. de Champtoo^, as though he could road the thoughts of the 
seanfip before him, “ Mademoiselle Brossin will only receive the income from 
this million, and, on the day of her death, the husband who has the inis> 
fortune to lose her will fall from fifty thousand francs’ income a year to 
nothing whatever. ” 

iJpridet hung his head without replying. He was tlunking how ho might 
retain the money derived from his uncle’s property. ‘ ‘ Now, another worcl 
and one more warning,” said his judge, gravely. “ ‘ Monsieur Lugos ’ aiul 
‘ Count d’Alcamo ’ no longer exist, nor ‘Jean of the Cliffs,’ either. I am 
the Marquis de ChamptocC, and I am also the friend and XJrotector of 
Monsieur Jean de Monville. Remember that j it is your only chance for 
indulgence.” 

Was there any hope to be gleaned from these last words ? Noridet was 
about to ask, when all desire to say any thing more was put an cud to by 
the marquis exclaiming j “ Now go, sir I Bernard, ^vhorn you alsoattemptoil 
to murder, is waitiiig to take you to the x-'crk gate. ” 


XXXI. 

It was dawn, and amid the early sun rays the park, in which rose the new 
Manor of Champtoc6, looked unusually gay. The towers, the frontage, ami 
the ogival windows were lighted up, while the leaden roof simno like a mirror, 
and the dew on the lawn in front glittered like diamond spray. Even the 
pines planted near by for the sake of local colour had a brighter hue. 

i’eople passing along the Boulevard d’ftuHc, and glancing through the 
gateway, must have envied the peaceful, happy existence of the man wlii» 
owned this fair domain ; for there was no longer the slightest trace of that 
gloominess ^rith which Noridet and Brqiup had been so much struck at 
night time. The feudal castle, which moonlight reminded one of 

some dark romance by Anne Raddiffe, wSpfensfonned by the sun into a 
gay modem buililing. As if to complete fhn'jOhange, the marquis, dressed 
like a planter, that is to say, in a linen jao^A Md a straw hat, was walking 
up ana down, and «mokin^ a pipe, among the rose bushes which Bernard 
the groom was waterixiig^ with a seal which proved his partiality for garden- 
ing, Their respective occupationia did not interfere with their conversation, 
which was lively and animated. 

“ Well, my old friend, we have reached port,” said M. de ChamptoctS 
gaily* After the winter sailing and last night’s storm, I confess that 1 
did not expect to reach land so safely. ” 

“ Don’t let us rejoice too soon, marquis,” veplicd Bernard, “ the anchorage 
isn’t v^ry secure.” ‘ 



HIS OREAt REVENGE. 


155 

“ Bah i wTiat do you fear now ? My acooimta are settled with all those 
l aseals. They are unable to injure me, and I can w^nlk with my Ivead high. 
If you only knew w^hat it was for me to be obliged to live amid all those 
intrigues, and to have to lay traps for all those scoundrels I X, who had 
ilways done everything openly, I felt myself degraded at having to employ 
running, tp use the habitual weapons of Jaoques Brossin, Francois Bouecareau, 
rules Noridet, and their fellows.” 

“ Ah, sir, anything was allowable against creatures like those, and I am 
rery much afraid that you disarmed too soon.’^ 

“You forget that I "still hold them, and that, if they dare begip their 
ricks again, it will be easy for me to crush them. ” 

“ Perhaps, so, but, for the time being, they have got off cheap. Jacques, 
or example, the scoundrel who denied his master and robbed him, Itow is 
10 punished ? By having a husband for his daughter, and a dowry for her 
la well.” 

“ He is ruined, how’ever.” . 

“He was already ruined, and how do I know that you don’t mean even 
c spare him failure.” 

“No, 1 shall let him become a bankrupt. Ill-gotten gold must not bo 
dlowed to profit him j but do you know, my old Bernard, i did not like to 
ec Henriette weep for her brother, altliough I had never esteemed her t 
^till she had nothing to do with her fatlmr’s misdeeds. You* know very 
veil, yourself, that, if you had been appealed to in Louise’s name, as she 
ippcalcd to me in the name of my daughter, you would have yielded just 
ho same.” 

“Yes, but that misorablo Alfred, that rascally puppy who insulted my 
laughter at the races, and who has done all sorts of mischief, he ought not 
0 have been siinercd to go scc^t-frce.” 

“ I admit that, and, in fact, I have only suspended the execution of the 
cuteuce, for, although I have set him at liberty, I hold the notes on which 
1 C forged Noridet’s signature, and I shall at any time bo able to produce 
hem, if he docs not do as I m ish. By the bye, how did tliings go on in the 
aull ? ” 

“Ah, sir, it was odd enough, I assure you 1 I began by releasing young 
^rossin, and if you could only have seen his face os I took him across the 
^ark ! I believed he thought that he was going to the scaffold, aivl at any 
ithcr time 1 should have laughed at him, but I remained quiet, and simply 
)ushed him out into the Rue du Champ de PAlouette,” 

“Without saying anything to him f ” 

“Oh, no I I told him in a very lo|^ voice that it would be a bad 
natter for him if he ever came here again ; and, thereupon, he didn’t wait 
o hear any more. I think that he cannot have stopped running yet.” 

“Good ; and the two rascals whom we caught with him, w^faat of them?” 

“ That is a different matter, and we had better be on our guai'd against 
hem.” 

“ Why? They won’t be tempted to come here again, surely.’' 

“ Pej'haps, not, but just fancy, sir, after listening to my little spceclj in 
vliich I informed them that my master w’-as willing to let them off this 
ime, and that they were free to go and got hanged somewhere else, they 
[uietly replied i * Oh 1 w'e are let off on aecount of the “swell who was 
aught with us ; it’s not worth while to tliank your master “lor os. But 
vhen we get the address of thafS young idiot who has just run off, we’ll 
a&JCe him pay up whatever we please,” * 
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Ye^” Bai4 M. de Oha^mptoo^, “you aro Jriglit. Thoae 8CfiiA]ps 
turn this thing to acaoimt by making young Broaain give them money, etil 
they won^t have time for t^at. Before a month haa o&psed, Monsieur Julei 
IKoridet will have to leave Franee with his wife and hie wife*s family^ 

You will liave great difficulty in forcing him to do so/* said Bernard 
shaking hii9 head* 

** 1 dei^ him to tesist me now, and you won’t accuse me of weakness aj 
regards him, for this very morning I shall phvOe Monsieur de Mating *s will- 
the One which he signed — ^in my notary^i hands— and Jules, oompletel} 
rained by this step, will certainly find nothing better to do than marry— ii 
he ^ill be gfad to take Mademo^lle Biossin and her fifty thousane 
francs’ income,*’ 

“ derived from Fran 90 i 8 Bouscareau’s million* There is another fello\i 
whom it will be as well to keep an eye.” 

“ Be easy as to that. I sha’n’t fail to do so, and shall make him croa^ 
the frontier as well. With the forty thousand francs which I shall han(] 
him, as an act of chanty, ho will be able to go and set up affa money -Icudei 
in Germany. *• « ^ 

“ What if he takes it into his head to sue you, and tell the story of th( 
pocket-book in court? ” 

“I defy him to do that : he has too many sins upon his head to bravi 
public opinion, and if he dared to adopt such a course, I should have ik 
trouble in silencing him. Who i^dll believe that ho could have javed a 
million out of hie salary as a caship, and that 1 took a million fibm hur 
when I have ten of ihy own already f ” 

The groom said no more, but he did not appear to be quite convinced, 
You forget,” resumed hia master, smiling, “ that Monsieur Jmgos and 
Monsieur d’Alcamo are dead, and that in place of those somewhat mysteriouf 
gentlemen there is the Marquis Albert de Champtoc6, belonging to one oJ 
Sie oldest of the noble families of France, and possessing an immense for 
tune honourably acquired by twenty years of toil and peril, more 
m^^steries. Ko more dark plots ! 1 can live to love Andr^e, and make liei 
happy. The monsters who have persecuted her must disappear. If the>' 
breathed the same air as my daughter breathes I should not be at ease.” 

M. dc Ohamptoce spoke with so much warmth and enthusiasm that Bernard 
was quite won over. “Heaven hear you, sir ! ” said he, in a voice trem- 
bling with emotion. 

^ “ Let us leave all this ; let us forget those vile scamps, and think only cf 
the happiness of our children, yours and mine. Bo you know* Beriiaid, 
that J wish them to be married o|l the same day ? ” 

. “ddi ! 1 shall be the happiest of men. But Fortotoa mother, to whom 
he imagines that he owes a debt of gratitude, has forbidden his going to her 
house, and refuses to sanction his marriage with Louise. ” 

The marquis could npf refrain from amiling at the thought of the old sor- 
ceress and her oyectitms to the young girl whom she so hated* “ Oh ! ” 
said ho, y she will change her mind when 1 have spoken to her. 1 have a 
deal to w to-day, but 1 will see her to -morrow. 1 must first see Franchard 
this morning, and give him the will signed by Monsieur de Mathis*, and 
Introduce Jean to Monsieur Mornac, and then — ” 

The marmiis stopped short ; his emotion apparently prevented him from 
Speaking. Ah ! 1 guess It,” joyously exclaimed Bernard. “You are im- 
patient to enjoy your happiness, and yourwish to tell everything to Made- 
moissUo Andr^ to-night ! ” . ' < • , 
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“I will toll you my plan as to that. I want Madame de to be 

present, 1 must sec Jean to begin with. 'Where is he ? He ie Uif^hldly up 
before daylight and m the garden.” \ 

“ Monsieur de Mohville must have come home late last night/’ replied 
hernard, 

“ Ah I yes. I asked him to stay away all the evening, so that he might 
lot meet Brossin and his accomplices, and 1 suspect tlmt he wandercMl 
ound Monsieur Mornac’s house tiU a late hour/’ said the marquis^ laugh- 
ng. ‘ ‘ That is the way lovers always .do, ” 

* * He is veary fond of walking about tlm grove near the little gate. If you 
ike, sir, I will go and see if he is th|re.” 

“ Let us go together, Bernard,” said M. do Chaniptoe6, walking towards 
he trees. 

The groom laid down his watering-pot and followed his master, but they 
lad not taken ten steps when they met a mournful processloa> The 
luis’s servants were carrying a young man whose face was not visible. JA. 
Ic Champtoc4 felt angry. He was annoyed that, in spite of , hjs formal 
)r<}cre, his servants should have ventured to bring a stranger into the 
,Tounds. Q[he deplorable condition of this man, whom they were forded to 
arry, failed, in thd eyes of the marquis, to excuse the liberty ^ey had 
aken, for he was very strict in such matters, and so he went straight 
owards the group to order them back. However, Bernard, who bad gone 
n befor.e his master, warned him of the mistake he was about to make. 

‘ Monsieur Jean 1’ cried the old groom, running towards the wounded man. 
M. de Champtoc6 then quickly darted forward in his turn, and after 
lushing aside the bearers, he bent down over the young man, who appeared 
0 have met with a serious accident, for his light hair was clotted with 
•lood, and his clothes very much torn, as though he had had a dr^dful 
truggle with some antagonist. “Jean ! my friend ! my boy I wliai is 
ho matter ? what has happened ? Speak to me ! answer me 1 ” cried the 
iiarquis, in agony. 

The wounded man opened his eyes, and murmured faintly; “It is no- 
hing — I am — better — ^but I feared that I illiould never see you again.” 

The marquis was about to auestioii his seiwants, when an aetirvo little 
^oman suddenly appeared, She had hitherto been hidden by on© of the 
ootmen, but she now made up for lost time by tlm rapidity with which sfi© 
alked. “ Poor yoimg man ! ” she cried, “ but for m© he would have died 
or loss of blood, for I picked him up myself in a ditch on the BoulevarcL 
’Italic. 1 should have taken him to my house, but I w’asn’t strong enoifgh / 
ut as I knew the entrance of your chkteau in the Hue de Cronlebarbe, I 
fin at once to let yout servants know of Vhat had happened. However, 
took care'to call to a labourer who was working on the boulevard to w atch 
ver the young gentleman while I was gone.” 

This benevolent person would never have stoppedHalking had not M. de 
hamptoc^ checked the flow of her eloquence. “ Who arc you, madame ? 

0 asked, making a sign to the bearers to go on. 

“ My name is Madame Roubion,” said the little woman, sotnew'hat 
f-artled by tliie formal reception. “ I and my husband keep the cafe culled 
le * Fronds’ Meeting-place,’ over there on the right, at the lop of t^e hill, 
nd I flatted myself that everybody round about here knows us.’^ 

She then took a step as if anxious to follow the group formed Jean and 
m servants, but the marquis pwevetoted this, and tesumed ; | Jo hqt, 

your respectability, madame, or your kindness, but tils young «um 



HtS OTKAT RBVETO15. 


1 «& 

quiet eJ^ove all thin^, and to my mind the presence of sfcr^lugers in 
fiick-room is always ob^ctionable.** 

“ Vety well I understand. You order me said the womau^ turn 
ing as red os a poppy. 

** Not at all> ■ saia the marquis, gently ; “I am too much obliged to yoi 
to wish to W disagreeable, and I sliall go ai\d tlianh you at your own house, 
Meantimo you won’t refuse this,” ho added, slipping e. bank-note iutK 
Madame Eonbion’s hand, so folded as to kt the word thousand ” be seen, 

Madame Eoubibn’s sulky airs did not hmd out against the magic influents 
of this talisman. “ You are too kind* sir— my lord— and what I did wut 
not ill hope of payment,” she stammered, as she slipped the precious pane: 
into her bosom, promising herself that she would not let Roubion, k*i 
^roujj;h husband, know olit. “Perhaps, as you say, it would be bettor noi 
to tiro the young man— what a pity it will be if ho does not recover. 8ucji 
a handsome yoUng fellow I 

You may be sure, madamo^. that he will have all the care he requires,’ 
said the marquis, hastening towards i}ie little door of the park, wdiilc th 
woman follo-wod him without titrning rouud. “May I ask you how i 
happens,” resumed M. do Ohamptoce, “ that you came straight to this plac 
for help ? My young friend lives with^ mo, but a leas intelligent person tluvi 
yourself, raadame, would have taken him to the hospital, and 1 am greatly 
obliged to you for sparing us the .pain of that.” 

“The hospital 1 No danger of my sending him there ! ” cried the liltl 
woman.’ “I have seen him pass by too often in his tilbury not to kiV'V 
that he was Monsieur de Monville, the millionaire. The hospital, indeed 
That would have been a nice thing to do 1 ” 

“ You knew his najne, then ?” said the marquis, quickly, 

“Certainly I did! There’s nothing surprising in that. There arc no 
niBuy noblemen near the Boulevard d’italio. They’re not here ii 
dozens.” 

“ This is the way when persons think tliUt no one knows thorn I ” though 
Jean’s protector ; “fortunately^ I no longer need to surround myself witl 
so much mystery.” 

“ I know other people beside him,” resumed the talkative woman; “j 
have often seen the old gentleman, who must l>c his papa, with the prett) 
girl — that is his sweetheart, I suppose 1 Won’t she bo distressed? But ] 
never saw you before, sir. ” 

^ '.“1 only came to my friend’s house a couple of days ago,” said M. d< 
’XJhii’iiptoc<5, very quietly ; but here we are at the entrance of the park/ 
he added, pointing to the little door, which had just opened from 
inside ; “ excuse my leaving you, madame. I must go and see our pationtj 
and I promise you thfit 1 will ocill, in the course of the day, alid lot yoi 
know how ho is getting on.” 

“I shall be very hax)py to seo j'ou, sir,” said tlie little woman, as slu 
passed out into the Rue dn Champ do rAlouette. 

“Yes,” muttered the marquis to himself, “I shall go, if only to stoi 
your tfiikiug.” 

As soon as the door had closed upeu the visitor, he i-an off to catch u] 
with the gmup ahead of him. However, his walk across the park, iji 
company with Madame Roubkm had lasted some little time, and the bearen 
bad already placed the wounded man in friendly hands when M. tie 
Champtoc6 reached tlie courtyard, which separated the -feudal manor fi*oni 
theoTiodern <lwelling. - • 
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*‘Tbon Heaven meaii'S to spare ns new mifierings, now that we are be- 
ginnh^ to be happy,** exclaimed the marquis. And as spoke, he 
Repaired, in all haste, to Jean’s room« 

A touehini; and comforting sight awaited him. At the' end of a simple 
f)ut elegantljj furnished room, Jean lay upon a divan, Louise Bernard, 
kneeling beside him, iiNrS bathing his blood-stained face, wbile. Fortoto 
leld his Head. M. de Ohampto# Hastened to Jean’s side^ ^nd saw at Once 
J\at his wounds were not likely xo prove dangerous. Tht young fellow’s 
colour had returned, and his eyes had grown bright once more. 
Heaven’s name, my dear boy, what has happened to you? Hdw did this 
}onie about ? ” asked the marquis, eagerly. 

“ It is nothing,” said Fortoto ; he must have fallen, and his Head struck 
upon a sharp stone, but the eilect was only to stun him for a Wid 
there is no more danger to be feared ; head -Wounds always Hill at oijeej, or 
else they are of no consequence.” ! . 

I “ Oh ! I’m not suffering now,” said the wounded naan, Holding out his 
hand to his friend. ; y ; 

“ 8till, I shall send for a doctor,” said the marquis. 

“ It is quite unnecessary. The care I have already had, ^^Hd the delight 
of seeing you once more, have done me more good than anything clsceauld 
do. I deeply regret,” added Jean, looking with filial affection at His pro- 
tector, ** that I have caused you a moment’s Uneasiness.” 

“But yon must tell me everything.” 

“ I will. I went, as you may have guessed, to take a stroll near Honaieur 
Mornac’s house. I saw the light in Andrde’s room, and that made me feel 
very happy.” # 

“ And you stayed looking at it all night.” • 

“ Oh, it wasn’t extinguished till two in the morning, and then I camo 
iway.” 

“ But who hurt you like this ? ” 

“Why, just as I reached the Boulevard clTtalic, tw rmigh-looklug 
t llows throw themselves upon mo.” 

“Great Powers 1 ” cried Bernard, “I bolim^e they W'ete, tl\e rascally 
hievea whom I set free.” 

“ Well, I believe that they would have killed me betw een them if Pro- 
Lddiico had not sent someone to my help. A defonder came up.” 

‘ ‘ A defender i ” repeated M, de Ohamptoed. “ Who was it ? ” 

“ It is a very strange stoi'y, especially the part tliat relates to him.” 

“ But why did he leavo you after sJiving your life ? ” said M. do. Champ- 
oce. “ It seems to me that he might have helped you up, or |mve taken 
oil to the nearest house, instead of leaving you unconscious in a dcsci'tod 
troet.” 

“ That is where the mystery lies.” 

“ Mystery or not, it was very unworthy conduct.” 

“ All that I can say is tliat I most cortaiuly owe him my life. Besides, I 
elieve that his intention was to wait near ine until aoinecmc’ 

“TShat is a strange way to help people,” muttered Fortoto, who. was 
[stening attentively. Bernard and his daughter looked as much surpri*^d 
3 the marquis. • . 

My dear boy,” said M. de Champtoed to Jean, “all this i im* 
ccountablc, and I bog of you to •xplain yourself more clearly, mdess, in- 
cedj^it tii’es you.” • 
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** No, no, I can speak and I will tell yon everything. ” 

Jean had now sneceoded in raising hlmaclf into a sitUng posture, Hla 
face was pale, and his long curly hair and bare throat gave him the look oj 
some Lacedcemonlan solciier aa represented in antique statuary, at onoc 
vigorous and delicate in outline. Since he had left the Biville clifis Ins 
manly comelinoas as well as his manners had chanced. Tho wild yoiitli 
who ran about barefooted among the rocks now looked lik^ some scion o’ 
the ISiiglish aristocracy, and spoke with a composure and correctness which 
contrasted strangely with his former abrupt and almost fierce speech, 'J'hc 
blood of the companions of William tho Conqueror had descended in full 
purity to the veins of this la^»t representative of a proud and valiant race, 
and if the Barons of Monvillo could havti risen from the tomb, they would 
have recognised their descendant with pride. 

“Well, I had been walking for an hour outside Monsieur Mornac’s 
house,” resumed Jean. “ Night was getting on, and the street was almost 
descried. I did not look at 3ie poopio who passed by, for, as I told you, 
I was gazing at the light in Andr<^e’s window which slione athwart tlic 
trees. I was loaning against the' gate and did not stir for a long time ; hut 
suddenly a vehicle drove past so close to the curb and with such a rattlo 
that I involuntarily turned. In doing so I caught sight of a man who stood 
ten paces from mo and whom I had not previously remarked. He stood 
motionless, half hidden by the projecting jambs of a eartiai'e entrance, and 
I thought, tiiat, like myself, he was gazing at Monsieui* Moniac’s house. 
When the vehicle i»ad passed by, I wished to ascertain if this were the case, 
and so I went towards the stranger ; but as soon as he saw me approach he 
slowly retired, keeping near tho houses. I thought I might be mistaken, 
that this watcher was simply some homeless beggar, or a fellow who had 
boon drfnking at some tavern and was belated, so i ceased looking at him, 
returned to my post and again fell into a reverie.” 

“ And the man came back ? ” asked M. de Charnptoct^, whom the narrative 
seemed to interest, 

“Very slowly, and. he did not come so near to me as before. Ho pro- 
tended to turn the corner of a side street, then he stopped, and brigaii 
slowly walking back, loitering outside each door. At last, after lialf^ au 
hour’s mancouvring of this kind, ho had almost returned to tire same spot as 
previously. I could not doubt his intentions any longer. He was evidently 
there to watch some one or something, and his per tinacity began toawak(ui 
my curiosity. Still I was too much engrossed in wliat interested my hernt 
and mind alike to pay much attention to him. I thought that he must he 
either a thief or a detective, both of whom belong to a class of people wlu) 
are very indifferent aa to the sorrows of lovers, and 1 soon forgot that I was 
not alone in the street,” 

** That was a great mistake, my boy : a spy ought always to bo lookvfl 
upon with suspicion. You ought to have fallen at once upon this fellow, 
have taken him by the collar, and asked him what he meaiit by being 
there.” 

“ I had almoat made up my mind, at one moment, to do so, for T saw 
that he did not stir. But, just then, tire light at the window went out. 
My fair visions fled, and I returned abruptly to reality. 1 went off with- 
out looking behind me, for now that my star had Viinisbed, it mattered 
little to me whether the man remained on the spot or not. It was timo 
to return home } I had iust heard twoKr’clock strike at a church clock 
noar'by,” - , 
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Anri you had tho imprudence to walk back alone through a neighbour- 
hood like this ? ** exclaimed Jd. de Cliamptoc«^. 

“ I did not even think of taking a cab. The night was magnificent, and 
the nir mild. My heart was full of hope and joy. I went along in a dream, 
walking without looking about me, and careless as to whether I went out 
of my way or not ; I liked walking under the starry hcavenfs in the solitary 
streets, and I instinctively went up a broad avenue, at the end of which 
ihei'e is a monument.” 

* ‘ That was the Observatory, no doubt ; but at such an hour, when there 
is no one in the streets, this trip wiis an act of folly.” 

“1 was thinking so little of robbers, that I do not believe I once turned 
my head until I liad reached the wide boulevards planted with old trees 
wiiich lead here, and where I like to strolL Wlicn I got there, I know iny 
way at once, and I felt certain that I was going right, out, just then, T saw 
that I was followed. Behind me I heard a stop which was regulated on 
nune, and I saw a m«in gliding along 1)3' the wall, twenty paces in the rear. 
By the light of the first lamp he passed, I recognised him.” 

“It was the mnn who had been watching Monsieur Mornao’s house J ” 
exclaimed the marquis. 

“ It was, and I could not mistake him for a mere passer-by, ns the 
strangeness of his attire had previously struck me. He W’orc a cloak with 
a hood raised above his head, and as it was very W'ann, the pains whicJi ho 
thus took to cover himself seemed un.ac countable/’ 

“He was hidmg his face, and this must have seemed suspicious to 
you.” 

“It did, indeed, seem strange, and I at first thought of accosting him, 
but 1 concluded that the man must simply be a police-agent on Ms rounds. 

1 rerruMnl)ercd having mot follows of the kind going about with the hoods 
of their cloaks over their heads.” 

“ A policeman wouldn’t have amused himstdf with following 3’ou beyond 
his beat.” 

“ I didn’t reflect. I turned into the avenue, and began to walk fastci'. 
The stranger probably did the same, lor wlieii I again looked he wuis at the 
same distance behind mo, as be had been before. This began to amioy^ mo, 
and 1 went toxvards the obstinato fellow, determined to ask him v hat he 
meant by all thi.s, and make him explain himself, as w ell as to forbhl him 
to follow' me any longer.” 

“That was the best thing to do.” 

“Yes, but as soon as this strange chap saw me coming towards him, he 
turned and ran away in the most cowaidly manner. I w’as really tempted 
to laugh at such cowardice, and I said to myself that I needn’t have w orried 
in y self about a man who ran away like that. Well, 1 resumed my stroll, 
(loterinined not to pay this timid spy the compliment of looking at him 
again. After half an hour’s walk, I had entirely forgotten him, but, just ns 
1 reached the Boulevard d ’Italic, I mot two other fellows — ” 

“I can guess the rest,” said Bernard. “You must have come up just 
as our two rascally thieves left by the little gate.” 

“•All that I can tell you is that I was turning into the Rue du Champ do 
TAlouttc, wlien I w as seized by the ihroat. The assault was so sudden, to 
uuloreseen, and «o violent that 1 could not tell w'herc I wras. *1 had closed 
my eyes and wuia thrown upon back before I knew what was happening 
to me. I was snlibcating, for there w'a.'S a knee upon my chest, stilUl felt 
that* two hands w'cre rifling my pockets/ 
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‘‘There ean be no donbt that it iras those fellows — ^yonng Motiflienr 
Bros»iiv*« friends,’’ said the old groom^ 

“ When I recovered my breath,” continued Jean, who was at a loss to 
understand Bernard’s remark, “ I heard people talking near me in a lon- 
guage which I could not comprehend, although I caught some French words 
her© and there.” 

" It was Paris slang, which is familiar to such wretches,” said Louise’s 
father, 

“1 felt sure that the robbers w^cre deliberating ns to wliethcr they should 
dispatch me or not, and I thoimht that they himlly decided to kill me 
when a man called out to me : ‘ Coura,gc ! I’m coming ! ’ ” 

“ It was the stranger wdio had follow^ed you from the Mornacs ? ” 

“Himself, and I assure you that he ran the risk of losing his life in de- 
fending mo. The two thieves being vigorously assailed with a slick he 
licld, Jet go their hold on me and resisted, but my companion used his 
cudgel so well that finally they took flight, fairly beaten. I was saved, 
and I was trying to rise up to thank the bravo fellow to w liom I owed my 
life, when 1 felt myself bc^joming unconscious, and I fell backward near 
the ditch on the side of the road where the robljcra had throw'ii me down. 
'I’lioir conqueror knelt and bent over me to lielp me up, and I then saw Unit 
Im was masked.” 

“ Masked ! ” exclaimed M. cle GhamptoctS in amazement ; “ it is iinpos- 
silde, my dear boy, yon must be mistaken.” 

“ Ko ! no ! ” repeated Jean, “ I am (fuito sure of it. lie liad raised the 
hood of his cloak over his head, but this precaution did not sulfmc to 
liidc liis face wdiich wns partly covered by a band of linen. 1 only ssiw his 
eyes, which were singularly brilliant, and his pale forehead furrowed with 
deep WTinkles.” 

“ This is very strange ! ” muttered the mar(|uis. 

“ 1 need not tell you,” resumed Jean, “th.at I tlianked him warmly, aiid 
•isked his name ; but, instead of answ'ering me, lie rose up, gazed around 
in all directions, and seemed to be looking for some one to come to his help, 
^iic dawn w'as at han<l, and, at the spot w’herc I had fallen, the vie w ex- 
t/ iided all along the boulevard, but no one was in .sight, and tiic cl;ilcr (*f 
the thieves escaping across tlic waste ground in the direction of the bari’icre 
v/as the only thing to be heard.” 

“You should have called out, and we should have heard you, for wu* 
wf'po in the park with Bernard.” 

“1 had not the strength to do so, as suffocation was folloW'cd by giddi- 
ness, caused by the violent shock I had received, for in my fall, my licad 
struck a sharp flint, and it was Bleeding profusely.” 

“ When I think that you might have been killed, and all because you 
wore so imprudent ! *’ exclaimed the marquis. 

“I have fallen many times on the cliffs,” interrupted Jean, smiling, 
“ and my skull must bo impenetrable. Still I felt very weak, and all 1 
could manage was to ask my champion to go and summon you. ‘I live 
there,* said I to him, ‘ beyond that wall, behind those tall trees, and I bog 
of you to go round by this street,’ I added, pointing out the way. Tie 
seemed to me to look attentively at the park gate, but he did not <;omply, 
although he fitill endeavoured to stanch the blood from iny w^ound, 1 again 
begged of him to let yo\i know what had Itapponcd, and told him liow to 
find the entrance. 1 ended by telling him, also, my name, and vour.<^. T7(' 
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liatened with great attention, and then I saw him start, but ho kept perr 
1‘cffcly silent.” 

“ Why didn’t I do as I thought of doing for a moment? 1 thought of 
going to the little gate to look for you,” said M. de Champtoe^; ** X should 
then have scon this man, and I should have learnt who he was.” 

“ The effort which 1 had mdclo to speak exhausted me,” interrupted Jean. 
“ 1 closed my eyes, and the torpor which followed prevented me from 
knowing very clearly what went on around me. I felt the stranger’s han<l 
upon my heart, as though he wore tiying to find out w^hether it still 
boat. At times, it seemed to me that he left me to take a few steps 
along tlio street. 1 have since thought that he was looking for some 
passerdiy in whose care he might leave me, for he stamped as if with im- 
patience.” 

“ He did not remain witli you till tlic hist moment, however, for you were 
brought here by a woman and the seivants.” 

“As nearly as I can guess, some time must have elapsed between the 
moment wlien 1 lost eonsciousnc.ss and that when this woman came up, for 
wlicn 1 opened jny eyes 1 saw that it was daylight, and it was barely dawn 
whfu I was attacked.” 

“It was neaily live o’clock when the servants brought you here.” 

“ Well, wlkit occurred wus this : 1 was lou.sod from my stupor by my de- 
fender calling for help with all liis might. He called out : ‘ Help, mndniuc, 
help ! ’ and 1 almost nnmedi.ttcly heard biiriicd .steps approaclung. Htill 1 
did not expect tliat the ai rival of the person wlium lie luid bniumoncd 
would put him to flight/’ 

“ What ! did he then go oil V ” 

“Ho waited until the woman was near enough to soo that I was lying 
upon the ground, and W’'a» t>robubly wounded. Then lie hcAt over me 
and said rapidly: ‘Here comes soine one; you do not need nio now, 
Faro we 11 ! 

“ And then ? *’ asked Jean’s frieiuhs in ehonus. 

“Then he took my hand, pressed it warmly, and ran off as fast as ho 
could.” 

“ Without having shown Ids face? " asked M. «lp Chomptoci/ 

“ AVithout haA'ing removed his mask ; but the daylight having dawned, 1 
saw, in s[)ite of his hood, llial his compleMun was of a singular colour. His 
forehead was livid, and liis eyes, wliicli -were dreadfully sunken, had some- 
thing'almost frightful in their expression.” 

“ 1 am almost teiiixitcd to believe — but no — it is impossible,” murmurc'd 
the marcpiis. 

“ I’his alirupt departure stu prised me so much that I thought 1 must lie 
dreaming,” resumea Jean. 

“He must have had serious reasons for running away like that,” said 
Lot uard. 

“ Tliat was the first remark made by the woman whom lie had summoned, 
AV’^hon she came up and saw my bloody face, she l>cgaii crying out : 

‘ Murder V ’ and shaking her fist at the fugilive and indulging in many offen- 
sive epitlicta. Then came a torrent of qucstioiiK and lemark.s, which 
showed me that she felt certain she liad .saved tne from instant death by'^ 
putting my inurdorer to flight. I ttied to piove to her iliaj she W”is 
mistaken, but I was too weak to talk, and 1 let her chatter on, intending to 
.Cj^cplain matters later.” 

“But she did what she could, I hope,” said M. de ChamptocA • 
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“ Yes, and in point of fact, I tliinkthat she is an excellent woiniin, but if 
1 had boon disposed to laugh she would have made me do so.” 

How?” 

“ She was so comical, divided between the desire to run after the fellow 
whom she took for a malefactor and the charitable impulse which urged her 
to assist me I At last her good heart carried the day. She laid down the 
basket which she was carrying to market, I suppose, and took out some 
napkins with AVhieh she bound up the w'ouud on my head, and, of course, 
she talked away all the time with a lavish use of frivolous words ; still 
while I felt greatly obliged to her for her attentions, I only thouglit of get- 
ting home as fast as possilde, and I had ‘just opened rny mouth to tell -her 
!‘p\v to manage the matter, when she stopped me by exclaiming : * Good 
gracious ! w'hy, it is the handsome young man who drives about in the 
tilbury ! ’ ” 

In spite of his anxiety at hearing so strange a story, M. de .Cdnnnptoce 
could' not refrain from smiling at the simple-minded admiration of Madame 
Iloubion. 

“ I did not at first know what she meant,” resumed Jean, “but she ex- 
plained to me with groat volubilitj^ that she had often seen meriile by, that 
she knew my name, the true entrance to tJie park, and all who live here, 
and—” 


“ Yes, she said the same to me,” interrupted tlic inarquhs, “ and it is vei y 
fortunate that we aie no loii'^ei* obliged to live in mystery, for our inro^juUn 
could not hold out for long against licr curiosity.” 

“ I think so mysedf,” continued the wmundod man, “and I derived an 
unfavourable impression from certain allusions which she made in the midst 
of her tattle, but it was no time to ask her what sbe in(‘ant, and when I 
saw tliat she w’^as so well informed 1 thought that the best course was tu 
send her here to let you know what had happened.” 

“ Oh, ill justice to her, I must say,” remarked Bernard, “ that she dul 
know where to find the Hue Croulcbarbe entrance, .ind she made such a 


noise at the door that she started up all the servants.” 


“ Yes, it is very tl 

le Marquis,” said 
she talked of notliiiw^l^eat 
“ Before she left i 

come up, to stay bes™ i 

“ Was there no ou^|^P|^ 
“I think not.” 

“Then, say nothing, 
who may question you.” 

“ I am afraid that the iS 
the ineeting^place of all the ^ 
bou rhood , said Bernard . 


jdjjie that you were not there to hear her, Monsieur 
you would have been dreadfully alarmcil, f<ir 
^eatli and assas^jinatioii. ” 

mil yon she asked a road-mender, who had just 
l^^^id rjean. 

marctuia, “ about all this to any one 


an will chatter. Her cofreo-hoiusc i^ 
women and bad fellows in tli s ncigli- 


“ I will go to see her in the course of the day, and I shall know how 
to make her hold her tongue,” was the reply. “Besides, 1 wish to liiid 
Jean^B champion, and I may have some chance of meeting liiin near Mon- 
sieur Mornac’s house. I hope that you will soon be all right again. Iny 
dear friend,” added the marquis, as he rose and pressed Jean’s hand tenderly, 
“fori wish tK) be able to tell Monsieur Mornac, that you will soon call 
uiwm him.” 


At t^iis moment the door softly opened, and a servant came in. “ Youi^ 
notary is waiting to see you, Monsieur le Marquis,” said lie. 



HIS GREAT EEVBNOB. 


165 


** Monsieur Franchard i whafc can he waut with me so eaily iu the tnorn- 
ing?” replied M. de Chainptoc6. “Come, Jean, clicer up, this visit 
perhaps hasten your happiness.” ' ^ 

“The notary isn’t alone, sir,” now said the servant. 

“ Ah 1 he has brought liis clerk, then? I sent him word that I wjsIumI 
to see him about Monsieur de Mathis’s will, and he has come no doubt to 
save me the trouble of going to his place.” 

“ The person with him is an old gentleman,” added the servant, respect- 
fiilly. 

“ That is strange ! Well, I will go to see who it is. Good-bye, for a 
while,” said M. de Champtoc6 to Jean, and thereupon he w^eut off to find 
out the meaning of the early call. 

He found M. Franchard in a room full of w'orks of art, and was surprised 
to see that liis companion w*as M. Mornac, to whom he had never told his 
true name or address. As for M. Franchard — M. Moruac's successor in 
his practice — he was a good specimen of the young Parisian notary. ’ J'fill, 
slender, florid, and fresh, drc.sscd witli correetnohs and elegance combined, 
he looked like a young dandy, and one could hardly picture him taking 
flowui the last wishes of a dying man or drawing up the chiases of a mar- 
riage contract. His apparent W’orldlinoss did not, however, impair his 
professional merits which were appreciated by all who knew him. Indeed, 
M. Mornac was wont to say that his successor had no need to put on a 
wJn’tc tie to show his ddors how to settle the most rliflicult questionJsi, 
“Monsieur Ic Maniuis,” said this model of notaries. “ I should uOt hav6 
taken the liberty of calling here at so early an hojir had you not informed 
me that you intended coming to my office to-day. X thought that it would 
be better to spare you such a long journey, and — ” 

“ You did W'c1l, sir, and I am always charmed to sec you,” replied M. do 
C'hanipiociS liolding out his hand to JVI. Franchard, and bowdng cordially 
to M . Mornac. 

“ 1 should have asked my friend and successor to introduce me,’* said 
Mornac, wdtli a nervouancss which the marquis could not account for, “ if 
1 had not luul the h(Uiour of alicady seeing you at my house— Moiiaieur — 
Monsieur — ” 

M. Mornac evidently hebitalc<l as to wJiat title and name he should be- 
stow upon M. dc Champtocc, and the mar(juis began to guess the cause of 
his ner\ousness, and even tlie motive of his visit. 

“ 1 cannot thank you enough, sir,” said he, “for your kindne.ss in com- 
ing to see me. I so little hoped that you would do so, that it is a <ioid>lo 
pleasure, for you have sciious reasons to reproach me.” 

“Why, sir?” 

“ Well, it is not customary to present one’s self at anybody’s house under 
a false name, ami 1 was gmilty of doing so when I called myself ‘ Count 
d’Alcaino.’ My real title is ISlarquis de Champtoc6.” 

“ 8o my young fi'icnd Franchard tells me, and now that I understand it 
clearly, I shall not mix up the tw'O titles.” 

My title is of no consequence,” said M. de Ohamptoc«5, “ providing that 
you believe in my grateful friendship for you,” 

“ I am greatly flattered by it, I assure you, although I do not kiio^v how 
1 have deserved the friendship of a nobleman of high lank.*’* 

“ Oh, how can you say thatavhcii you welcomed, loved, ami protcoLcdniy 
dcnir Aiulr<^e.” • 

“ Ah I now we are coming to the point.” 
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< ‘ What do you nieau, pray ? ** 

“ I mean that I have come to see you about Mademoiselle Salazie. The 
other ni^ht after your visit I had a Bceiie with Madame Mornac ; who, al- 
tliottgt|ffihe bade you good-bye right pleasantly, and asked you to call 
oga^f^eclared that the statements you made respecting Andr^e’s father 
WGi#unheard of, except in novels ; l>©side8, she found fault with in© for 
unbeing to receive your young friend, Monsieur de MonvUle. l^oihing 
yirould content her, but that 1 should call this morning upon Monsieur 
bVanchard to make inquiries.*' 

** I hope t^t they were satisfactory.’* 

*‘I beg y(^u to believe, Monsieur le Marquis,” said the young notary, 
laughing, had no difficulty whatever in convincing my dear prede- 

cessor ot your imourabiUty.” 

“Oh, as to thSL^all that I learned W'as highly satisfactory ; a princely 
fortune, well secured, and very honourably acquired ; an excellent reputa- 
tion ; aristocratic birth ; old and respected family. All this surpassed my 
expectations. But — ” 

“But what?*’ 

“We could not agree as to your title. I ybu “Count d’Alcamo, 

whereas, Fraucliard said that you were the Marquis ae Chainptocii. I had 
called to inquire aibout a Sicilian nobleman, and no praised a nobleman who 
was as French as possible, and born in Anjou. We should never have (*oiiic 
to an understanding, had I not happenecl to mention Monsieur' .Jean do 
Monville’s name. I then made imiuiries about him, as you wished to 
bring him to see my wife and Andr6e, but I could not get at anything 
positive.*’ 

“ I told' Monsieur Momac, and I showed him papers to prove it,” inter- 
rupted M. P’raiichard, “that Monsieur de Monvillo had enoiigri capital to 
become one of the largest landowners in France,” 

“ But what I wish to know is this,” said M. Mornac, persistently, 
“ what is there in common between your young friend and the lad whom 
I met last autumn near my farm, and who was also named Jean de Moii- 
ville, or, at least, so he asserted ? ** 

“They are one and the same,” said M. dc Champtoc^'^, smiling. 

“ Well, it is strange, indeed, that a vagamuffiii like tliat young fellow 
who was accused of having had something to do with your own luyRterious 
disappearance, should now reappear as a millionaire, and be p.atroiiized by 
you. I knew he had escaped from prison, but you will admit that a person 
nas reason to be surprised by all this.” 

“ I presume that Madame Mornac remembers that it was this ragamuffin 
who saved her life ? ” 

“ Yos, she has not forgotten that, nor has Andr6o, unfortunately.” 

“ Unfortunately ? ” 

“ Yes, a hundred times yes, for this adventure has had sad consequences, 
and I can confess it to a gentleman like yourself. You mny, perhaps, have 
guessed it already. Our dear Andr4e has a creole imagination, and 
on account of the peril which she escaped, she became interested in this 
young fellow to an extraordinary degree. ” 

“ And her interest in him has resisted time, absence, and even slander? ” 
said the marquis. 

“ Yes, and my wife has been powerlesb to overcome it. She tried in 
every ][M>s«ible way to divert Audr^e’s mind ; indeed, that was why W'e ‘went 
to Switzerland. ■ Still the dear gill has always been melancholy since Jear 
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disappeared, and she has always maintained that he would come back, and 
declared that she would never marry any other man. She fancied that it 
was he who saved her life on the Rhine. We knew this to be false, but we 
liad great difheulty in making her think so. Madame Mornac even went so 
faros to reproach her for having so soon forgotten her betrothed, Mon^ 
sienr de Kergas, who died less than a year ago from eating some of the 
mushrooms which caused the death of my poor Mathis. Andr4e replied, 
Jiowever, that she had never loved Monsieur de Kergas, although Sbeshoitld 
have considered herself bound to marry him had he not died. From ail 
tiiis you can understand that your visit on the day before yesterday threw 
oil upon the flames, as it were.” 

“ Yes,” murmured M. do Champtoc6, as if talking to himself, “I ought 
not to have tortured her by uncertainty. I ought to have told her every- 
thing, blit that day it was impossible. I still had to accomplish my task of 
vengeance. ” 

M. Mornac did not listen to whnt the marquis was muttering, but con- 
tinued : Andr^*e has not had a moment’s calmness since you came. She 
doesn’t cat or sleep, and onr doctor, who takes care of her poor godmother, 
tells us that this nervousness can’t continue without danger to the dear girl, 
Now, do you blame me for making all these inouiries? ” 

“I have not once thought of maraing you,” said the marquis, deeply 
touched by the strong feeling M. Mornac evinced, “and now I even thank , 
you for showing me that /it is time to have done with all these mysteries 
which torture Andr^e.”/ 

“ It seems to me,” /cmarked M. Franchard, who was very desirous of 
making himself agreeable to his noble client, “ that there is not the slightest 
obaoiinty in all this. Your ward, my dear Monsictir Mornac, has certainly 
not misplaced her affections, since Monsieur Jean de Mouvillc, to my cer- 
tain knowledge, has more than a hundred thousand francs’ income in good 
securities — ” 

“ Why do you tell me all that?” exclaimed M. Mornac, angrily, *‘you, 
Franchard, my pupil and my friend ? Why talk to me of money when I 
am merely anxious to fin<l out the origin and antecedents of the young man 
whom my adopted daughter wishes to marry, in spite of my wishes. I 
consider And rue to be my daughter, do you hear? What do I care for your 
good secuT^ties and hundreds of thousands of francs of income ? Andree 
doosn’t need all that, but she does need to know where her husband comes 
from and wbat is the true source of his fortune. Wo understood, in my 
time, that it was a notary’s business to find out such things before anytliiug 
else, let me tell you, my worthy successor ? ” 

“But, my dear master,” replied the young notary, somewhat taken 
aback, “I understand it as you do, and, if I mentioned Moneienr de 
Monvillo’s fortune, it was only because that as regards other matters the 
marquis offered to tell you whatever you might wish to know.” 

Once started, Mornac was not to be stayed, and, again turning to Fran- 
chard, he burst forth as follows : “I don’t see how yon can say that there 
is nothing obscure in all this. Here is a young girl who bus fallen in love 
wfth a poor lad who barely h.ad a roof over his head, and this young fellow 
w£o used to run about the cliffs is all of a sudden transformed into the rich 
heir of a noble lord whom no one knows anything about. IThe same girl 
passes for an orphan, and one ^ne day she is told that her father is alive, 

^ and is about to reappear ; when, nobody knows, but no matter; besid' s, 
'this father is* rolling in millionSi just like Jack of the Cliff's, and he presients 



1G8 


HI8 GREAT JIEVBKGE. 


a fortune to the young girl whom he has abandoned for fifteen years and 
more.” 

On hearing this, M. de ChamptocO could not repress a groan of pain, but 
it did not check the old notary, who went on; Yes, all this iin^rogUo, 
all this scenc-fihiftil^ might d,0 very well on the stageT^ut in kbbeF daily 
lifeittS^bdljnuclvora good and I am fah^tired of it.' It di^i'esses 
inerand rwa^Jakiiii8?Iwhii4i4ut'|^^ ^ ^ 

was followed by an embarrassing silence. M. Franchard 
fearod that Iiis respcwitable predecessor had gone much too far, and might 
oljfcud his noble client. M. Mornac himself began to feel somewhat ashamed 
of having spoken with so much violence before a man of the world. The 
marquis had his head lowered, and seemed to be reflecting. “You are 
I ight, sir,” ho at last said, slowly ; “ Aiidr^e^s guardian has a right to know 
everything, and I will tell you everything.” 

It will perhaps be difficult,” replied M. Mornac, “ to tell me all that I 
wish to ask.” 

“You cannot be too exacting,” said the marquis, “when Andr<5e’8 future 
happiness is in question.’^ 

M. Mornac‘s face brightened. “You intend, then,” said he, “to tell me 
all about this young man’s past, and the origin of his fortune ? ” 

“Not only that, but 1 want your decision, Madame Moinac’s and 
Andr^.o’s, to be taken in full knowledge of all the circumstances.” 

“ What did I tell you ? ” cried the young notaiy in a triumphant tone. 
“ You see that Monsieur de Champtoce docs not wish for mystery any 
more than you do, and that everything will be as clear as daylight, exactly 
MS though the daughter of some Hue Saint-Denis citizen was about to be 
married. ‘ 

“ 'I'lie social standing of the bride has nothing to do with the matter,” 
muttered M. Franchard’s obstinate predecessor. 

M. de Chainptoc6, who had not, perhaps, thought the comparison alto- 
gether flattering, judged the moment a good one to keep Ins promise, and, 
accordingly, ho began as follows : “ The history of Jean de Mouvillc’s life 
is closely eonncctocl with my own, and that is one of tlic reasons why I have 
so long been obliged to remain silent regarding it. I had powerful motives 
for waiting before I resumed my own true name and title. I5ut at iirescnt, 
those re asons have ceased to exist, and there is nothing to prevent me from 
telling you how I became acquainted with this young fellow, and why 1 
am interested in him. ” 

“ At last,” muriaurod M. Mornac. 

“Not quite a year ago,” I'osnmed the marqms, “I again saw Franco after 
a very long absence. For more than thirty years I had boon busy with 
large property I own in America and in the English colonics, but at last 1 
decided to realize everything and to return and settle permanently in 
Varis. To tell the truth, I was not drawn here by tlio desire to hold the 
rank to which my birth and fortune entitled me. The gay life which Paris 
offers to rich strangers did not tempt me, and I should have prefenod liv- 
ing quietly in India had 1 not had a mission to fulfil in Europe.” 

“A mission!” muttered M. Mornac; “ah, yes, true? Diplomatists 
i are often sent from one end of the world to the other.” 

“ 1 was not a diplomatist,” resumed the marquis ; “ and no prince of the 
Indian Ocean had confided even the mos/; trifling embassy to me. No. 
My mifsion was quite private and confidential, but it was a double or rathoi\ 
ti'ipio one/* 
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The ex-lawyer made a grimace which waa aa much as to say : There 
we Come to the mysteries again.” 

I wished, iuthe lirst place,” continued the marquis, “ to pay an old 
debt contracted ininy youth.” 

** That was a very worthy purpose.’* 

But difficult of execution, for my debt was not one of those which can 
be paid in money, and niy creditors would have been glad to avoid being 
paid in the kind of coin whicli 1 had in reserve for them. ” 

“ More and more incomprehensible,” growled M. Mornae. 

“ I succeeded, after long operations of which I will spare you the narra- 
tive, and last night I became free once more. You start ; bixt it is quite 
true ; only a few hours ago this account %vas settled in the little cliAtcau which 
you can see over there in the park, an account which was opened in 1832, 
far away in Anjou.” On hearing this even M. Frauchard looked pxiz'ded, 
for his client’s allusions to the nocturnal adventures of the Brossin iamily 
were enigmas to him as to his predecessor. “But let us leave all that,*’ 
continued the marquis. “ I had to attend to much dearer interests, I 
had to fulfil sacred engagements, for I had vowed to find two children* I 
liad feworn to give them back their name, their fortune, and — ** 

“ Two children, did you say?” asked M. Mornae, unable to control hiS 
impatience. 

“Yes. A young girl, in the first place, whom I need not name to, you^ 
for you have already guessed that I allude to Mademoiselle Andr^e 
Salazie. ” 

“ I know that, or, at all events, you have already done me the honour to 
tell me that you knew her fatlier, and that he w'ould soon show himself, 
but, while waiting for this prediction to be realised, allow me* to observe 
that it was to obtain information respecting Jaclc of the Cliffs, or MonvUlo — 
as both are one— that I came here to-day.” 

“ Thank you, sir, for reminding me of the aim of your visit. It will bo 
time enough to leturn to Mademoiselle Audi'iSc later on, and, besides, the 
end of tny narrative will bring me to the facts which relate to her. I was 
saying that I had promised to find another child, but I had little hope of 
discovering his whereabouts, for all that I know concerning him was his 
name— a name which J had learned under very singular circumstances.” 

“ Not more strange, most likely, than all the rest of this,” muttered M. 
Mornae, still incredulous. 

“ Perliaps not. You shall see. During one of my last voyages, while 
crossing the China seas, the brig which I conmxandoJ met a disabled shin 
about to sink. I had a boat lowered, and with some of iny seamen 1 
boarded the wreck, ^vlle^e a sad siglit awaited us. The deck was stained 
with blood and strewn with dead bodies, Womo Malay pirates, who arc 
very numerous in those seas, had massacred the crew, pillaged the cargo, 
and the hold was lialf full of water. One man alone still breathed, and I 
saw from his attire that he had been the captain of the unlucky ship. X 
immediately had him removed to iny brig, but he expired before reaching it, 
irnd in his death-throes he several times repeated a French name. I found 
this name written on some papers which the unfortunate man had sewm up 
in his clothes, and which, thanks to this precaution, had escaped the search 
of the pirates ; however, they boro no indication which could help mo in 
niakiug a search. I think niat I should have forgotten the matter, if, 
'ainong these blood-stained documents, there had not been a draft on a 
London house for a very large sum of money. This draft was to the order 
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of tho peraon bearing the naine so often repeated by the dying man, and 1 
thought that tho poor fellow had realised all his possessions in order to 
pass them over to a son, or, at all events, some relative from whom he had 
long been parted. I did not witness without deep emotion this sorrowful 
end of a seaman, parting witli life far away from his native land, and from 
Jill: hiB "loved on earth. I myself was suffering all the grief of ensile and 
absmiiSeV'iihd* it seemed to me that there was a duty incumbent upon 
me.’» ^ 

“That of searching for the dead man's heir, «o doubt,” mumured the 
young notary. 

“And you found him in the person of Jack of the Cliffs. This is a 
chance which may well be called miraculous,” said M. Mornac, in a some- 
what sceptical tone. ■ 

“ Allow me to 3^sh, sir,” said the marquis, with a deal of dignity. “ A 
long time elapaeKMpefore the miracle, as you call it, was performed. Tlie 
inquiries I the ports of India yielded no useful result as regards 

tho fiuiike|]pb^, of which I did not oven know the name, as its stern had 
heon destojfea by the pirates. On my arrival in Kutope I was not much 
more formiato. The hanking-hoiise iu London on which the draft was 
-drawn ejffiresaed its willingness to pay the money to its true owner, for 
ph© funiff had been deposited six months before with correspondents at 
^CiihJutt^ By whom ? The firm did not know and had not inquired. 

1 decided to write to India, and while awaiting a reply I made 
otw^ inquiries in France, for, as 1 just told you, the name was a French 
ojjSfe However, no one could give mo any information hkely to lead me to 
^the person 1 wanted to find, and 1 acquired almost a certainty tliat the sea- 
man massacred off Borneo tjiad signed a false name, having, in all proba- 
bility, some motive for Iiiding his real one. I had not yet received any 
noW'S from Calcutta, and J thonjjht of handing the State tins fortune tho 
owner of which could not bo found, ^when an accident happened which you, 
Monsieur Mornac, have certainly ndb forgotten.” 

exclaimed the ex-notary, somewhat startled. 

“It scorns to me that yon were staying at your farm in Normandy, 
while I was at the chiltoaii of your neighbour, Baron Brossin. I even Inul 
the honour of meeting you one day, or rather one evening, on the x^l*^teaii 
between the village of Biviile and a little house in ruins near the J^lack 
Rock.” 

“The Black Rock J Ah, 1 ha/e good reason to remember that night. 
My wife and our dear Andr^e were nearly drowned by tho high tide, and 
jt was then and there that the poor girl’s foolish passion took root. But — 
wait a moment — was it not on the night that followed our meeting that you 
disappeared from Monsieur Brussin’s chateau ? ” 

“It was.” 

“ Your hat was found upon tho beach amid a pool of blood. And Jack 
of tlie Cliffs was accused of having made away with you. I took his part ; 
in fact, I defended him first ; but why did he run away from prison if 
his conscience was clear TS||^ , 

“ Bo you think, Champtoc6, coldly, “that I should now 

be protecting a manNm^^illippted to murder me ? ” 

“No, no, bf co^rse^^t$ likely; but why did you vanish? what 
happened to you 1 wanted that when you were in the 

conservatory with me, but — < 

“ If you really wish to hear^u ^iluat listen,” interrupted the marquis, 
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£ot the story which I am about to tell is closely connected with the event 
which you have just inentioned.*’ 

** There you go again I I am boginning to feel quite confused onoe more. 
I was flattering myself, just now, that I had caught a glimpse of light 
which explained Jean’s existence to some extent, but now we have leaped 
from the Island of Borneo to Monsieur Brossin’s chx^teau. Pray, tell me, 
what happened in the baron’s garden ?” 

A person attempted to murder me.’ # 

** Murder you ? ” said M. Mornac ; so what people conjectured was not 
without foundation 1 But w'ho was this person ? ” 

“His name has nothing to do with wliat J am now relating,” replied M, 
de Champtoc(5. 

“ Well I he only half killed you, as you are hero again,” replied the old 
notary, gaily ; “ but I can’t understand how yon survived such a terrible 
fall. I know the cliff at the end of the Monville grounds. It is fifty feet 
high, and perpendicular, and with the sea lielow — ” 

“You were talking just now of miracles,” resumed M. de Champtoc^, 
who had not forgotten M. Mornac’s incredulity. “ Well, that night, 
Heaven wrought one.” 

“ Heaven “must have helped you, for, otherwise, you would have broken 
every bone in your body.” 

“Don’t imagine that I escaped unin jnred, for J had one shoulder dis- 
located, my skull fractured, and I remained for an hour unconscious.” 

“ But how was it you fell over this precipice ? ” 

“I was pushed over by a scamp wdio assaulted me, w^hilo I stood with 
my back to him. He must have thought that he had killed me, for he fled 
without even looking to see if l.was Tying upon the beach. Had ho been 
less cowardly he would have gone down to aispatch me, and would then 
have seen that rny fall had twice been checked by projections in the clifl, 
and he then might have suspected that there was some life left in me.” 

“fie came from the chateau then?” said M. Mornac. 

“ Yes, he came from the chateau and even lived there.” 

“ And you allow him to go uupuniBhed ? ” 

“ How do you know that ho has not been punished ? ” 

“ Well, I read the newspapers every morning, and I have never seen any 
mention of anything of the kind. It was said Uiat * the legal authorities 
wore taking mefi.su res to find the culprit.’ They must still lie ‘taking 
measures,’ 1 should say.” 

“There are some punishpients which the penal code knows nothing 
about,” replied M. de Chainptoc6. 

“Yes ! mental suffering, dishonour, but all that is only felt by lofty 
natures and good one.s, and with rascals, I only believe in capital punish- 
ment.” 

“ Well, I must now inform you tliat the crime had a witness,” said ]M. 
de Cliamptoc^. 

“ Could not that witness have prevented it ? ” demanded the ex-notary. 

“ He, at least, prevented my death as you will sec. At the moment 
wlieu I was pushed off the cliff, ho was standing on the platform of the 
keep of the old castle of Monville which stands at the end of Monsieur 
Bi'ossin’s grounds.” • 

“ Yes, yes, I know whcrc*it is ! I even remember— but, here I have 
•iaterruptod you again. Excuse me, pay continue,” The weythy old 
fellow was beginning to see that the veil was gvaduall^J being raised from 
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the mystery, and his attention was so much awakened that he now almost 
forgot the purpose of his visit. 

“ The person wlio had scon everything,” resumed M. de ChamptoctS, 

‘ * ran a great risk himself, for the murderer having found out that lie had 
witnesserl the crime, pursued him to kill him also. However, this brave 
witness smooeeded in escaping him by n miracle of skill and courage, and ^is 
soon as had done so he came to the l>each. The tide W’as coming in, the 
waves kSl, already reached my inanimate body w'hen my rescuer took mo 
up in JpS arms and carried me to a boat moored close to the rocks. 
When Srecoyered consciousness I lay on a bed of dry-seaweod. A young 
fellow, almost a lad, was kneeling beside me, bathing my wounds. The 
f ^ace I found myself was a vaulted hall which a roughly made lamp 

dimly &hted, and which looked like a cellar in some old castle. My 
guardiai^ad set my dislocated shoulder with singular skill, and had bound 
it up as as an old and experienced surgeon could have done ; indeed, 
all my 'wounds had been dressed, but I had felt no pain. No woman could 
have acted more gently. Fever and delirium, howevei*, now set in. The 
shock to my brciin had been severe. My rescuer told me, wlien I was w^cll 
enough to talk, that he knew my name, and that of the scoundrel wdio had 
tried to kill me, and that he had seen me talking to a young* girl on the 
plateau of Biville, and that he loved me ‘ because I loved her.’ lie assured 
me that 1 was safe wdiere I was, and that there were only tw'O entrances to 
the place known to him alone. One he said was by the })eacli, and the 
other by some steps cut in the rock, leading to wdiat seemed a closed wall. 
He showed me how to open it, however, by means of an iron ring at the 
foot of my bed. He then left me, ‘for a short time,’ he said, and I fell into 
a state of stupor. Helirium musi^ave refunuMi, and then intcrvola of con- 
sciousness. During one of tliwi intervals I heard three kcv)cks on the 
wall, wdiich was the signal by wdiicdi this young follow had told me that In; 
would announce his return. But I had not sufficient strength to hold out 
my hand and pull the iron ring. 1 was only able to call out, and my wild 
appeal was perhaps heard — ” 

It was!” exclaimed M. Mornac. “AndrCo and I hoard it. It was 
she who knocked. I understand everything now. You were in the ruins 
near the Black Rock.” 

And I should have died there, if the courageous young fellow who had 
brought me there liad not braved a thousand dang^ rs to ndurn to me. He 
managed to make his escape from the prison at Dieppe, where he liad been 
sent, for he was accused oi having murdered me.” 

“ 1 knew that I had guessed his name 1 ” interrupted M. Mornac. “ It 
was, indeed, Jack of the Oliflk” 

“ So lie was called in the district, where his ancestors had formerly 
been powerful, for Jean was the last descendant of the barons of Monvillc.” 

** 1 know that he declares so.” 

“His title is perfectly clear. I have seen and examined all his family 
papers,” said the marquis, smiling ; “ but this wasn’t all, the name of 
ISIonvillc was a revelation to me.” 

“The sea-captain, then — ” began M. Mornac. 

“ The sea-captain,” interrupted the marquis, “ whom the Borneo pirates 
had killed was Jean’s uncle, and the draft belonged to Jean for whom I had 
been vainly searching since my return to Fjipnce. ^He had saved my life, 
and I brought him a fortune. You see that Heaven orders all things well.?’ . 

“ If any one else told me all this—” began M. Mornac onco more. 
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** Yon woiiW not bdieve it, and you would, perhaps, be right j but 
is ai>le to prove his rank and his rights, even before a magistrate. Just 
question Monsieur Fraiichard on the point.” 

I have seldom seen such well -authenticated titles,” said the young 
notary. 

* “ But how is it,” asked M, Mornac, “ that Jean led this vagabond life, 
when he knew that his uncle was on the seas trying to accumulate a 
fortune? how could he waste his youth In poaching or being a'*snmggler, 
so it was said ? ” 

*‘It was slander, as Jean can prove to you ; and I now hope that you 
won’t hold out against him,” said the marquis. 

“I yield,” replied M. Mornac gaily, ‘‘and I even believe tliat my wife 
won’t oppose the match any longer when she knows all that you have 
told me.” 

“I should ask your permission to introduce Jean to you to-day if he were 
well, but 1 am sorry to say ho is not.” 

“There is but one thing that disttirbs rnc,” rejoined M. Momac, scratchin^^^ 
his ear, as he always did wlien perplexed. “I know Andr^e’s pride. 8he^' 
wa.s willing to marry Jean wlien she thought him poor, although w'e 
opposed it ; hut, how do I know if she won’t refuse him when he proves to 
be so rich.” 

“ She will be richer than ho,” said the marquis. 

“Through her father?— but when will he return to her? Ah I if my 
poor friend Mathis hadn’t forgotten to sign his will ? If, instead of that 
unlucky copy, W'e had the original, Andree’s lot would bc.a happy one, 
I^ty poor friend wrote his last wishes in my private room, and almost under 
my dictation, for he knew little about legal formalities, and*he came to 
consult me about drawing up his will. He made a rough copy wdiicli he 
afterwards transcribed upon another slioet of paper duly signed and dated. 
But in the sealed envelope he gave to me there was only the unsigned 
rough copy, which was of course valueless.” 

“ I was aware of all that, for 1 saw Andrtjo and Madame do Mathis at 
(’hevreuse on the very day w’heii you came to read the W'lU,” 

“ My wife told you then, and yon no doulit lieani that the valid copy 
must have been thrown into my w'dste paper basket. I’m afraid it will 
never be found— for my valet always sold all the waste paper to a grocer in 
the neighbourhood.” 

‘ ‘ But are you certain that Monsieur de Mathis did not take the valid 
copy away with him ? ” 

“ It is pos.sible that he did so ; but, if he did, why didn’t he tell me that 
he had discovered the mistake he had made ? ” 

“ Well, what often appears most improbable may still be true, for 
ITeaven mocks at human plans, and the hand of JProvidonce has been 
visible iu all I have had to toll you.” 

“ I)o you mean to assert that the real will still exists? That wouldn’t 
of course bo stranger than the story of Jack of the CUfIs ; but, in truth — ” 

. “Listen to me, sir,” said the marquis, gravely, “and when you have 
heard everything, you wdll doubt no longer.” M. de Mornac did not need 
urging to listen attentively, and M. Fninchard did not disguise his lively 
curiosnty. “ I told you a moment ago,” resumed M. de CHamptoco, “that 
I returned to France less thfln a year ago. In point of fact it W'us on the 
50th September, and on the morrow 1 arrived at the chateau of Qiovreuee, 
early in the morning. ” 
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“ What 1 at Mathis’s house ? ” 

“ Yes ; he was the only man who knew past life and my true name. 
I had not seen him for many years, but I ^vaa sure of finding him as true 
and devoted as in post times. You never heard him speak of mo. 1 know 
that, and it does not surprise me. But 1 liad known the Mathis family at 
Mauritius, at the time of Andr^o’s birth, and reasons which concerned her 
ful^ire compelled Mathis to refrain from speaking to her of me,” 

Excuse me, but how was it that we never met at the cliS-teau ? ” asked 
M> Mornac. 

V You were in Switzerland when I went there for the first time on the 
morning of the 21 st of September,” replied M. de Champtoc(5. 

** And my poor friend died the next night ! Ah ! I now understand 
your presence beside those who wore dying, and your devotion and grief. 
It was thought that yon were some foreign physician. I remember now 
that no one could tell me how yon had come there.” 

“No one saw me go in. I had sent a ines.sagc to Monsieur de Mathis, 
Sand he let me in by a Uttle gate, w'hich communicated with the wood in 
*tho rear, and lod me to his private room, which was very retired. 1 spent 
all that day— the last of his life — in that room.” 

But the house was full of company ; there was an entertainment.” 

“Ves, to celebrate Andrijc’s betrothal. Moiisietir de Matliis told me 
that. Motives of which he perfectly understood the imjiortanoo, ]jrcw('ntf’d 
me from showing myself to his guests, and besides, after so long an 
absence, we had many confidential matters to talk over. The missiriii 
with which J bad been charged by his w'ard’s father wms the principal 
subject of our conversation, and it was agreed that I should wait a fow’ 
days before Being introduced to the family.” 

“Wasn’t our old friend, Madame de Mathis, aware that you were 
there ? ” 

“8he came to see me several times, at intervals, while Monsieur de 
aMathis was with his guests, wdiom he could not coniplotely desert.” 

“ She knows you then ? ” 

“Ask Andn^o if her godmother, who sat mute and motionless w'hen wo, 
had an interview in her presence, looked upon me ns a stranger ? This wms 
after the unfortunate lady had become -a paralytic. But you will see 
whetiier she w'ill recognise me or not when I kneel at her feet, and you 
will not doubt — ” 

“ Your sincerity ? your affection for Andr6o ? I don’t need such proofs. 
Good heax'ts uudorstaiul each other, and I don’t suspect your intetitions. 
My doubts arc purely and simply those of a mail of the law.” 

“3 can set them at rest,” 

“Tell me how it was, then, that Mathis w’as able to arrange his ward’s 
marriage with Monsieur de Kergas ? If Andrec’s father wore 1 i ving, hi.s con- 
sent was neccssarj- , and yet, I know that the mayor, intended to furnish 
two certificates of death.” 

“I beg your pardon, one only —that of Andn'c’a mother. Her father’.s 
death w'as never proved, only there W'as a document by which he w^as re- • 
ported to be dead, having been shipwrecked off tho Madagascar coast.” 

“ I faintly rciijieniber hearing Mathis say something of tho kind,” s u'd 
the notary, in a low tone, aSd tlien he added nlo\id : “ All this is very 
likely, but let us return to the will. Didn’t y^u .say just now that — ” 

“It ex'lsts? Well, let mo finish convincing yon that it does^ During 
onr long conversation Andr^e’s guardian talkc<l over tlie dear girl’s in- 
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tcre^ts with me. Her father had made a large fortune, and she no longer 
needed any ouo*s benefactions ; however, Monsieur de Mathis was not 
aware of all this until I told him of it* He had previously arranged for her 
future and he naturally coniided to me what he had done for her. 
said a great deal to me about his nephew, Monsieur Jules Noridet, whose 
Weliaviour had given him reason for complaint at various times, and he 
added, ‘ My will is made, and for additional safety I have placed it in the 
hands of my most intimate friend, Monsieur Momac, who is at the present 
time in Switzerland ; however, I have kept a rough copy of i£, and will 
show it to you.’ ” 

** Hid he do so ?” cried the old notary, in utter amazement. 

“ Yes, he took it out of a dr..wer, and explained to me that he was gla<i 
he had it in his possession, as he had at hrsl thrown it among the W^to 
paper in your office.” 

“Then Heaven must have inspired him Mdth the thovight of going back 
to my private room in search of it,” muttered M. Moriiae, whose surprise 
was gradually becoming dcligbl. 

STo doubt ; the paper still retained signs of having been crunspled up,^’ 
continued M. de Champloct'!, “and 1 had to smooth it carefully before I 
could read it ; when X ilid so 1 w^aa startled to Hud that it was regularly 
signed, and 1 saiil so to MutJiis. iSurpiiscd at first, he soon guessed how 
this had happened, and began to blame his ow'n carelessness. I rejninded 
him, how'cvcr, that you would soon return liome, and tliat it would be easy 
to cliunge the original for the copy. Matliia admitted that I was right, 
but ho was so vexed with himself, that he forced me to take the will and 
put it into my note c-a^e, 1 can still hear hiiri saying : * Pray keep it for 
inc, my friend ; X iniglit lose it again, and T might not oe alive, to repair the 
loss.’ This was the last thing on his iniud, and that fatal night when ho 
was dying amid atrochnis suth iings, when his voice failed him I could still 
see him make signs winch 1 alone midcrstood, and I read in his almost 
sightless eyes this last inaycr; ‘Save my wile’s foitniie, save Andrec’s 
money ! ’ ” 

The worthy ex-notary was now’ shedding tears, and his young sncccsBor 
W'as inoic allt'cted tliaii lie cured to appear. Here,” added the Marquis 
de Chaniptoce, drawing a paper from a morocco note-case, “ hei-e is the 
will.” 

M. Mornac vented his astonishment in muttered ejaculations and extra 
vagant gestures. Even M. XYanehard, although ho had less personal in- 
terest in the recovery of this will, w’as so sUitled that he turned and 
twisted till his white tie was awry, “See whether it is regular,” said the 
marquis, holding out the document. 

“That’s it 1 ” said Mornac, “it is signed and dated ! Wo need only 
produce it ! But how enraged Monsieur Jules Noridot will be 1 ” 

, “I mtended calling on you to-day to take you tliis will,” said M. do 
Champtood, addressing M. Fi*anchard. “ I wiKshed at the same time to ask 
yon what formalities were necessary.” 

. “ Very few. It will suffice to deposit this document in the hands of the 

chief judge of the civil court, and — ” 

“ One moment, my dear colleague,” said M. Mornac, “ it is always best 
to be prepared for any emergency, m other w'ords, it is as wall we should take 
our precautions in case Monsieur Noridet should begin a law^suit against us.” 

* “ XXc would only lose it. What could he assert against his uniue’s signa- 
ture ? ” ’ 
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“ How do 1 know ? Ho may dispute its authenticity.*’ 

“ Experts would be brought forward who wouhl at once recognise the 
signature as being that of Monsieur do Mathis.” 

“ You are young yet, my dear Francliard ! If you had practised law as 
1 have for thirty years you would know that ‘ experts * only make matters 
worse. I have seen three writing-masters sustain three difTereut opiuioiis 
as to a document’s authenticity.” 

But we sha*n’t have anything of the kind here,” said tho young notary, 
somewhat piqued hy his predecessor s dictatorial tone. “ It is well known 
that Monsieur de Mathis’s will was lost ; the strange story was circulated all 
over Paris. So no one will be surprised that it has been found again, Mon- 
sieur Noridet least of all,” 

You don’t know him, my dear friend. He may not be surprised ; but 
he will certainly pretend to be so, and won’t hesitate at dotciiding his 
rights. Kemomber that this will mean complete ruin for Iniu.” 

‘‘He‘ will still have his personal fortune. Monsieur Noridet has been 
my client ever since last winter, and 1 remember that he had a large capital 
to dispose of.” 

“Yes, w'hat he seized upon after the death of my poor friend Mathis, for 
ho long ago squandered what his father left him.” 

You greatly surprise me, I thought that Monsieur Noridet — ” 

** Jules is a dissipated man, and he has a bad lieart ; he showed himself 
in his true light when his poor aunt was deprived of everything. There was 
not the slightest sign of a good impulse or of any feeling whatever on his 
port, uot even any expression of regret. I tell you that he is capable of 
anything. ” 

M. Franchard, beaten hy these arguments, made no further attempt to 
defend his client’s morality. M. do Chaniptoct^ liad listened to the two 
lawyers without a word, but he now interfered in view of tranquillizing M. 
Mornac. ** I am sure that Monsieur Noridet won’t attempt to go to law 
uhont the will,” he said, 

** Ho you know him^? ” 

“Yes. He was paying a visit at the ch3,teau of Mouvillc when I was 
there last year.” 

“Tnto ! 1 had forgotten that,” said M. Moniac. 

“ 1 talked for a long time with him on the day before my — iny fall from 
theclijr.” 

‘ ‘ Have you soen him since ? ” 

Yes, I saw him in Switzerland on the night following ujjon the acchlent 
whicli so nearly cost Mademoiselle Andr^e her life.” 

“ Yea ; ho w^as there at tho time, for I met him myself in the street at 
Schaffhausen, and I have never been able to understaml wJuit ho came there 
for.” 

“Really,” said M. Franchard, desirous of putting iu a word, “ it seems 
as though Monsieur Jules Noridet had the evil eye. He must be i^jeUcttore, 
as they say in Naples.” 

“ The fact is»” said M. Mornac, “that his presence almost always brings, 
misfortune. The two last visits which he paid to Chevreuse prove that. 
One was at the time of his uncle’s death, when his aunt became paralytic, 
and when poor Monsieur de Kergas died from eating those fatal mushrooms ; 
and the other on tho day when tlie unsigned T/ill left Andr<5e and her god- 
mother penniless,” ^ 

“ It is perhaps on account of all these sad events tliat Monsieur Noridet 
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won*t care to mcreaso liis reputation as a bird of ilbompn by starting a 
lawsuit,” said M. de Chainptuc^, quietly. 

“I begin to hope that he will let ns alone,” replied M. Mornac ; ** but 
<l»i’t you think tliat it would be better to allow^ me to produce this will ? 
^^caii be supposed I have found it again among my old papers, and we shall 
■^Inis avoid all the romantic particulars of its recovery, which lawyers might 
fail to see in theii* true light,” 

“You are right, a thousand times right, and it is useless to reveal all this, 
at all events until Andr^e is married,” 

By the way, the will docs not give Andr6e anything like the fortune 
that Monsieur do Monville will have. You say that he has — ” 

“Three millions.” 

“ Audree will be a female Job in comparison to that ! ” 

“ How’’s that,” Bai<l M. Franchard, “ if Mademoiselle Salazie inherits the 
greater part of tiie property left by Monsieur de Mathis — ” 

“ She doesn’t. lie left the bulk of his fortune to his wife, and only five 
hundred thousand francs to Andv6e,” said the marquis. 

“ Ah ! what do you say to tfiat, Franchard ? ” asked M. Mprnac. 

“ I say that a young girl who brings her husband a dowry representing 
an income of tw'enty-five thousand franca, and who is beautiful and grace- 
ful, and intelligent besides, isn’t a bad match, by any means. Besid.es, 
everything will probably revert to her at her godmothel[’‘^8 death.” 

“ How could that be ? Our poor friend, Madame de Mathis, is conj^etely 
paralyzed. She can neither read nor WTite, and there is but a smalj^ chance 
that she will ever recover. So, if this state of health contiimee,' her pro- 
perty will revert to distant relations, or perhaps to the St£itc.”iv‘ 

“You forget,” said M. de Champtoc^, “that Andr^e’s fc^riuije includes 
the bond which I gave her last year from her father, and that ho is very 
rich.” 

“ You may think me a perfect old fogey,” rejoined M. Mornac, “ but I 
confess that' I shall pcisist in advising Andrdo to leave Hie d<?ed in hor desk 
until I am satisfied as to the source this money is derived from.” 

“You mean until her father appears ? ” 

“ I do,” replied the old lawyer. “ And the sooner lie arrives the better, 
Andr6e’s health is suffeiiiig from too great a strain on the neivcs. Ami, 
besides, even when he returns, that won’t be everything. lie must prove 
his identity ami relatioii.sliip, give his consent to tins marriage^— ” 

“Oh ] you may be sure of that beforehand,” said the maripiis. 

“ Weil, I hope so ; only I don’t see how we can proceed until Monsieur 
Salazie turns up — ” 

‘ ‘ Monsieur Salazie ? ” 

“Yes, Andruie’s father. That is his name, isn’t it ? ” 

* ‘ Her mother’s name, you mean ? ” 

“ What ! her mother’s name. Why, then — ” 

“ Y^ou have understood me, sir. I know that you gentlemen are both 
men of honour, and now I can reveal the truth to you. Legally speaking, 
Andr^e has no father.” 

“ Ah ! good Heavens ! The poor child has no idea of her situation. 
This, then, is wlw the Mathis’s were so discreet when speaking of their 
ward’s family. The document setting forth her father’s reputed deinise 
was only a blind — ” • 

’ * “In God’s eye,” said M. dc Chaznptoei^, slowdy, “Jeanne Salazie was 
guiltless, for if "she did not conform to all the requirements of Frelich law, 
VOL. II. 
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she htul at least been married by a priest, and if the man with whom she 
plighted her trotli did not perfect the onion, it was bccjause he wished to 
give his daughter rank and fortune at the same time as a name, Ood 
cruelly punished him for having thus given way to a false feeling of vanity 
and ambition, for fortune and rank came too late for him to repair his error. 
Jeanne Salazie died before she again saw the man she loved, but also wHli- 
out susr^cting that a blot would rest i^on her child ; for amid the semi- 
savage life she led near the Bay of the Falls, she was ignorant of the regul- 
ations invonted in oivilixed countries, and believed herself to be the lawful 
wife of the man she loved.” 

.lihe ex-notary shook his head with the air of a man who is barely satisfied ; 
indeed it was evident that he did not approve of the course taken by 
And r6e*s father, Well,” said he, after a pause, “Jeanne tfalazie’s lover 

might at least have acknowledged his child — ” 

Don’t reproach him,” rejoined the marquis ; “he was thou so miserable, 
so far aw^y, so impeded as regards his freedom, that he was unable to per- 
form his duty ; but he is now willing to repair everything, and 1 swear to 
you, he will do so.” 

“ Hum 1 ” said M, Mornac, quietly, “ I am afraid that would be another 
mistake ! ” 

M. de Champtoc6 started with surprise. 

“ Yes,” resumed M. Mornac, “you may not be aware of it, but it is my 
duty to inform you that our dear Andr6e, not having been born in lawful 
wedlock — ^for the marriage by a priest is valueless in the eyes of the French 
law — that such bemg the case she has a certain intcrcvst in not being formally 
acknowledged as her father’s daughter. Her father is rich, is he not? ” 

“ Very jich,” said M. de Chaniptoc^*, wdio was quite amazed by M. 
Mornac’s language. 

** Well, then, he must not acknowledge her, for if ho did eo he could not 
leave her all his fortune. By the terras of the law, no man cmi make his 
illegitimate child his sole heir or heiress — though, on the otfj|rr hand, he 
might freely leave every farthing he possesses to a stranger, providing, of 
course, that ho has no iogitimate olispriiig. Such is the law, and you, no 
doubt, remember the Latin axiom — Zfura lex ” 

“ S&i lex” added M. Fraiicliard, who was desirous of putting in a woi’d. 

“ And besides,” added M. Mornac, “unfortunate as Andr^o’s position may 
be, it greatly simplifies the necessary inatrimonial formalities. With he)- 
certificate of birth and her mother’s certificate of death, she can dispense 
M'ith waiting for her father’s arrival ; for, legally speaking, he has nothing 
whatever to do with her — ” 

“ Yes,” said the marquis, “Andr^ can marry Jean de Monville without 
delay. In any case, her father will be there to give her his blessing, for he 
is named Albert — ” 

“ Like you, sir,” said M. Franchard, bowing. 

“I have certainly heard Andr^e use that name in her prayers,” inter- 
rupted M. Mornac ; “ but it is only a Christian name — ” 

“ Wait,” rejoined the marquis. “ AiulrCe’s father is named Albei t de 
Champtoc^, and I thank you for having compelled me to reveal what tic 
unites me to your dear ward,” 
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A had elapsed since the events at M. do Ohamptoc^’s residence ; it 
was eleven o’clock in the evening, the reception rooms of the Gnat dnb 
were ablate with light, and the loungers on the boulevard could admire tho 
easy style in which the members of this elegant gathering smoked their 
cigars on the balcony. The cool evening air had there drawn together some 
curious specimens ot Parisian fast socicsl^. Two or three oorpnlent men of 
middle-age were digesting their dinner in their rocking-chairs, near an old 
beau who still wore his hat tilted on one side, as in the far-off days of his 
youth, when the Liberals went to the Caf6 de Valois to quarrel with the 
body-guards; half a dozen youths with high collars, and their hair care- 
fully parted down the middle, were also collected together, while, for tiie 
benefit of the public in the street, the scene was completed by a gr^n^eful 
and picturesque view of boot soles, furnished by gcntlemcm who believed 
in following the habits of free America. 

It was the time of night when, after an intensely hot summer’s day, the 
public come to inhale a little dust under the plane-trees, and whan privl* 
iogod men about town, after an excursion to Mabille, meet at Itheir Club to 
talk over their conquests. It would be idle to assert that the tableau af- 
forded was siijicrior to that of the Pay of Naples or the BosphorttS^ but It 
had a certain picturesque appearance which is not to be met with elsewhere 
in either hemisphere. Vehicles were rolling along in a triple file, casting 
iimiirncrable moving, starry lights amid the gloom, On both sides of the 
boulevard the yellow’ glow of the kiosks, where newspapers are sold, recalled 
n ('hincse “Feast of Lanterns,” while the caft^s flaring with gaslight dis- 
played groups of women in gairish attire. 

The moon looked down upon this “ Witches’ Sabbath ” from amid the 
clear J tine sky and modestly gleamed upon the windows of the garrets, as 
though it scorned to struggle with all the hydrogenous illumination. It 
might have gone out entirely without any one, from the Madtdeine to the 
Kaubourg Montmartre, discovering that its silvery light had vanished. 

Curious though it was, the sight below remained unnoticed bytheelegaiiL 
group upon the balcony, where, in point of fact, a very grave and all ab- 
aorliiug question was being discussed — in a word, the comparative merits 
of French and English coachmen, llicre was a bout on the subject between 
the old beau and the young dandies, and finally M . Theodore Vorgoncoy, who 
was present, began sounding the praises of a chestnut “hack” which he 
“meant” to buy. However, he did not get very far, being most imccre- 
UKuiiously interrupted by a stout gentleman wlio was rocking in an Ameri- 
f.ui chair. “ Vergoncey, my friend,” said this mandsrin, who wore a 
wliiti'- waistcoat and a spotted tie, “ you have the finest stable in the (Jati- 
iiais, that’s granted ; but I assure you that 1 do not care a straw whether 
you liavc or not. I sliould greatly prefer to hear what truth there is in 
the stories about your friends of the Boulevard Haussmann.” 

Handsome Th(^odorc remained with his mouth open, and began to fatrokc 
his silky whiskers in an absent-minded manner. TJie subject was parti- 
cularly distasteful to him, and, moreover, he hated the pOirson who had 
B}M)kcii, besides being rnortally»afrnid of him. In reality the person and the 
wit of M. Kprncmann, one of the founders of the Gnat Club, were not of 
a pleasing character. A confirmed old bachelor, with forty thotiSanS francs 
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a^year, and a portly figure, this vicious and egotistical capitalist was natu- 
rally spiteful and sharply witty. He had a talent for seasoning U'is re- 
marks with unpleasant jokes, and as he went a great deal into Parisian 
society, and was always on the lookout for scandal, his indiscretion and Ins 
attacks were very generally feared. The handsome Vergoncoy was one of 
his favourite butts, and as he was indebted to him for the loan of a hundred 
loiiis, lent without security, he*wa8 perforce constrained to put up with Ins 
imj>ertinence. “Come now, Theodore,” continued M. Kornemann, the 
pitiless forty-year older, “don’t be mysterious I The baron’s ruin is 
everybody’s secret. Is it not, Foroeval? ” said he, turning to the old ))eau. 

“ It was proclaimed at the dockey Club yesterday,” said M. dc Forceval, 
who was a member of the most fashionable gatherings, and who only callofl 
at the Gnat’s place to hear Koriiemann’s gossip and spiteful remarks. 

^ “I think fcl»at there is a good deal o? exaggeration in it all,” replied 
vergoncoy, timidly. “ Monsieur Brossin may have boon emharrassed for a 
time, but his credit hasn’t suft'ered. He had some troulde in paying up at 
the end of the month, and that is all.” 

“ Kiid of the month ! it is the end^f the Brossins, past, present, and 
future. As for Alfred, your young friend, he would not find a farthing on 
hi/t signature.” 

“But I assure you, my dear Kornemann, that matters are not so bad as 
all that. Monsieur Brossin has a house in Paris, a ch/lteau and land in 
Normandy, and — ” 

“ They are all for sale, my good fellow, all for sale ! If you remain 
faithful to misfortune, you will have to leave the country with those people, 
and I am sure you will, Vergonccy, quite sure of it ! You will imitate the 
noble conduct of General Bertrand in following Napoleon to Sainc Helena, 
altliough, to tell the truth, that old baroness isn’t much like the conqueror 
of the world. ’ 

The unfortunate Theodore, who could not find a word to oppose to -all 
this, began shifting from one foot to the other ; hut his sufi’erings were not at 
an end by any means, for Kornemann, after enjoying his embarrassment 
for a time, again resumed. “My dear friend, what I say is purely on 
account of the interest I take in that delightful family. What an adorable 
creature Mademoiselle, H^nriette Brossin is ! 1 never, on my word of 
honour, saw any one beautifully on Louis Quinze heels. And to 

think that she will common shoes, when she becomes Madame 

Noridet ! It is simn^n^ending ! ” 

“Ah, is it true tli^llil^' going to marry him ?” asked M. de Forceval. 

“ You know that he is ruined, that millionaire of a Jules V ” 

“ He (losorves to be. He put on too many airs.” 

“ But what a strange idea of theirs, to get married, when neither of 
tl)om has a copper left.” 

These varied exclamations came at one and the same moment from eitlicr 
end of the balcony. 

“Gentlemen,” said Kornemann, gravely, settling in his seat with a magis- 
terial air, “ Noridet is a sharp fellow, and you may be sure that Im knows 
what ho is about. That is what makes me share our friend Vcrgonccy’s 
opinion — the baron must have one or two millions hidden away in some old 
stocking; now,. no doubt, Noridet has found that out.” 

“ Perhaps ! ” said M. de Forceval, “hut that old fox of a Brossin is as 
sharp as his future son-in-law, and if ho were still rich he would not let’ 
Jules hftVe his daughter.” 
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Bah I perhaps he isn’t sorry to get rid of his fair offspring, and besides, 
a man like Noridet always falls on hia feet. I should not be sm'prised to 
see him as dashing as ever in a year or two.” 

“ He has not shown himself here for an age,” said one young fop with a 
high collar. 

‘♦Perhaps not, my dear sir,” said Kornemann ; ** but people don’t get 
over it so soon, when a will, that deprives them of three millions, turns up. 
That will never happen to you, Charlemont. ” 

The fop abstained f I'om replying, for he was an economical man of fashion, 
and managed to make both ends meets on an allowance of five hundred 
francs a month, so he hardly cared to hear millions mentioned ; they made 
his mouth water. 

“As to marrying,” now said Force val, “have you heard the greatest 
news of the clay ? ” 

“I have heard of three different marriages that are afoot,’’ said Korne- 
mann, who always endeavoured to appear well posted. 

“ Well, I alIu<lo to Monsieur de Monville, who is going to marry Made- 
moiselle de Champtoce. It is to take place next month, and everybody is 
t.ilking about it.” 

“1 should think so, indeed! Two old families /eviving again, and a 
little schoolgirl, who iu“ed to be mending her stockings at the iiouse of an 
old notary’s wife, by whom she was adopted out of charity, waking up one 
tijie morning and finding hcraolf the heiress of a marcpiis, with an income of 
,si,>{ hundred thou'sand francs 1 It is really enough to startle anybody ! ” 

“ Don’t laugh, my dear fellow ! All this is very serious, for the f’Jharnp* 
belong to the old nobility of Anjon, and the Monvilles date from the 
(h-iisades,”^ said the old beau, who biinsolf belonged to a gogd family. 
“ The fathcr-in law and the son-in-law were a<lrnitled yestenlay to one of 
our Irest clubs by acclamation. Not a single black ball, and you know that 
seldom happens.” 

“ Well ! I shall have the pleasure of treating them to one, for they will 
be candidates here to-morrow.” 

“ Wliy should you do tliat, pi*a.y • ” 

“Because 1 hate people whom 1 don’t know.” 

And especially if they are better than you are,” muttered Forceval. 

“ Ah ! Vergonccy,” siublenly said Kornfinami, “ who is tliat old follow 
standing over there on the pavement, and staring about him? Isn’t bo 
the baron’s cashier ? ” 

“Who? that old fellow with a In’oad-brimmed hat?” said Tlu^odore, 
leaning over the railing. 

“No, not that one. That is some native of Brittany. I mean the 
fellow near tlie gas-lamp, leaning on a cane.” 

“Yes, I really believe it is he,” said Yergoncey, much puzzled by the 
persistence with which M. Bouscareau was staring at the dub windows. 

“ What the deuce does he want here?” 

“ Bah ! Brossm has pei’haps sent him to look for his Alfred, or else for 
tjio triumphant Noridet, the future spouse of the aflorable Henrictte. It’s 
ho at all events ! I know him well. I have often seen his ugly phiz wdum 
I called to get my dividends, at the time when the baron still paid up. If 
he has really come after his employer’s son-in-law, he wjU have a nice 
r(*ception ; for Jules miist nowibe lamenting like Jerorniahover his vanished 
Trillions.’' 

“ Oood evening, gentlemen !” saiil a new comer at this very iboment. 
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The epeaker turned and found himself face to face with Koridet, whose 
sudden apparition produced a very decided effect. Silence prevailed, 
every one looked at his neighbour, and some members were seized with a 
violent fit of coughing, which was intended to hide their embarrassment. 

Noridet was not liked by any of them, but they all feared him, for he was 
the kind of man to take up any ill-timed jest, and force the person who in- 
dulged in it to rise betimes and take a turn at Vincennes. He passed for a 
good shot in the pistol-galleries, and an equally good one on the duelling- 
ground, and the bravest atfcided quarrelling with him. Komeinann, who 
waa no fighter, felt particularly ill at ease, for Noridet might have heard 
what he had just said. The everlasting railer, fearing a demand for an ex- 
plrjiation, tried to keepdcountenance by humming an nir from “ La Belle 
Hiil^ne.’’ The other Ambers laughed in their sleeves at his embarrass- 
ment, and Vergoncey was not quite easy in his own mind, for M. Brossin’s 
future son-in-law had never liked him in the least. However, M. de Foi- 
ccval retained the traditions of old times, and besides, he was not afraid 
of any one, either with sword or pistol. He bowed to Noridet wiili a 
<lignified familiarity w'hich reminded one of court manners iii the days of 
Charles X., and resumed his dissertation on Knglish and French coachmen 
without the slightest beailation. 

“What were you talking of, gentlemen?” now said Jules, in a mild tone. 

As a rule, whenever Noridet spoke in a pleasant way, it w^as a sure sign 
that he meant to pick an ugly quarrel with Soitkj one or otiicr, Kornemaini 
l\ad detected this little peculiarity long before, and recognising the 
symptom, he thought that he was about to have an unpleasant time of it ; 
however, he did as some cowards do, w’ho rush upon the enemy in ordt'r 
not to hear the balls whistling about their cars. In fact, he took it iijion 
himself to reply : “ To tell the truth, my dear friend,’* said he in an easy 
tone, which the flush cai his face belied, “ wc were talking of you.” 

“Indeetl, and on wdiat subject?” asked Noridet, still mildly and 
pleasantly. 

“We w^ere complaining that you never come here now ? You arc scarcer 
than louis in our friend Cbarlemoni’s pocket-^” 

The ghastly fop who bore this pretty name again began shifting from oiu) 
foot to the other. r 

“ More invisible than tlic farms and castles in the OS,tinais which belong 
to our friend Vergoncey—” 

“Allow me, allow me,” interrupted the handsome Theodore, “J never 
said that I had a castle.” 

“ More difficult to find than — Bah ! I cannot think of any other com- 
parison ; but in a word, my dear sir, you have been dropping your friends 
liero, and that is very bad. The club needs you, tlie club siglis aflcr its 
prince of whist, its king of baccarat ; and more than one noble lord bns 
called here to ask why yon had so completely disappeared.” 

By tlirowing this stone into M. de Forceval’s garden, Kornemann chaii- 
tably hoped to pre^ ont the stormfrom burstingupon Ids own head, buthesofiii 
saw tliat there was no storm whatever except in his own imagination. “In 
fi w^ord,” added he, in order to wind up with a grand flonrish, “ wo were all 
longing to shout in chorus, as it were: ‘Long live Noridet! Long li\c 
Noridet’” « 

The effect W'a« a failure, for no one but Veiigoncey undci took to echo the 
Iiuzza ; how'ever, instead of licing angry at all this flow of words, Jules . 
laughecrheartUy, and said wdtb truly angelic svectnesrs : “You arc all of ' 
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you V«ry kind to regret my absence so much, but I have in the first place 
boon absent from "Paris for some days, and since my return I have not had 
an evening to myself. Tliis surprises you, perliaps, but it is true ; I have 
to pass my time in choosing cashmere shawls and diamond earrings. That 
is a very absorbing occupation, and you will know how agreeable it is, my 
lads, some of these days when you all get married.” 

‘‘Thank you, I am in no huny,” said one member. 

“ We have no time for marriage, my dear fellow,” added another. 

“ Is that indeed the case ? ” exclaimed Kornemann, who had now re- 
covered all hia self-possession. 

“ It is, it is ! ” replied Noridet, gaily, “ and I have not even a month of 
freedom left me, for I become a prisoner on the first of July.” 

“ Your bride is Mademoiselle Hcnrictte Brossin, eh ? ” 

“ Her veiy self, my lord,” said the betrothed, with comic emphasis. 

“Well, then, my clear fellow, your conduct is grand 1 it is really beauti- 
ful ! it is chivalrous.” 

“ Really, gentlemen, I did not know that I deserved the flattering 
epithets which Kornemann bestows upon mo, for 1 am Simply going to 
marry a charming girl with a handsome dowry.” 

“ The deuce you are 1 where does the dowry come from ? Why, people 
say that Baron Brossin, youi* future papa-in-law, applied to go into liquida- 
tion a couple of days ago.” 

“ That is true, but Mademoiselle Brossii^ has an independent fortune 
through her mother, and her father’s financial troubles cannot affect 
that.* 

This unexpected statement caused a sensation. Some members did n,6t 
believe it, and smiled slyly ; others mentally jcgretted not hawing known 
the fact before, and having lost the chance of marrying Henriette despite 
her father’s failure. 

“ Ah, so luiich the better,” now said Kornemann, looking as though he 
believed it all. “ How kind and thoughtful it was of the baron, in the 
midst of his business cares, to put his daughter’s dowry safe away. 
Tlici'O arc narrow-minded people who may pretend that he had no right to 
draw on liis funds and set his ohildreu up at the expense of his creditors. 
But I look upon things from a higher point of A'iew, and I maiutain that lie 
was right. Charity begins at home, now'’, doesn’t it ? ” 

The irony of all this chatter did not appear to wound Noridet in the 
least. Ho, who was usually so touchy, listened with exemplary patience 
while the family with which he w^as about to connect himself was thus dis- 
cussed in phrases of double meaning. 

“Oh !” said he, modestly, “you no doubt imagine that Mademoiselle 
Brossin is very rich. 8he has merely fifty thousand francs’ income, no 
more, and no expectations in the future. You see that it is purely and 
simply a love-match.” 

“ What I what I *' laughed Kornemann sneeringly, “ I know a good many 
bachelors who would very much like love with fifty thousand franca’ 
jiicomo. Ask Vergoncey.” 

The handsome Theodore blushed once more to his very ears, for he liad 
sometimes thought of aspiring to Henriette’s hand, although the young 
heiress had always treated him with the utmost contempt. He was, be- 
sides, greatly surprised at the news which Noridet had just told. He hud 
never hoard the baroness say anything of the kind, and he believed the 
Brossius to’ be utterly ruined. 
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** Besides,” said Noridct, quietly, “I have the more merit In coutentinf 
myself with so little as I have just lost the greater pail of my own fortum 
ami need a few millions to take the place of those that have flown away 
However, my bride suits me and I do not regret anytliing.” 

Now I call that true philosophy ! ” exclaimed the fat man ; “I alwayf 
said that you were a perfect Roman, a man of iron, so to speak. ” 

“ Bah ! you must not praise mo too much,” said the future husband wit! 
well-calcnlatcd negligence. “ I have still a few remnants of my fortune 
loft, my personal fortune, I mean, representing about the same income as 
Mademoiselle Brossin will have, so that we can make up about a huiidrec 
thousand a year between us to begin housekeeping. It isn’t much, but il 
IS enough to live on.” 

“And very well, too,” said Koriiemann. “I admire the chance wliicl 
brought about the baron’s ruin at the same time as yours and settled 
everything by maiTying you to a charming young girl.” 

“ VVluit a strange story it is about that will which turned up again 
Everybody was talking about it yesterday at my club,” now remarked M. 
do Forceval, turning to Noridet. 

“Are you completely disinherited hy your uncle in that pestiferous 
paper ? ” asked tlie inquisitive Korncmami. , 

“ He leaves everything to his W’idow,” saifrNqn^et ; “but recommends 
her to remomber me, and as my poor aunt is Vofy fond of me, I suppose 
that in the end she will leave me something.” t 

“Ob, then ; it isn’t so bad, you will some dayihhcrit her property,” said 
M. de Forceval. . v 

“I thought that Madame de Mathis was paralyzed," ‘ana ■Consequently 
out of condition to make a will,” remarked Kornemann, with his usual good 
feeling, 

“My uncle has made but one special legacy,” said Noridet, without 
answering this last observation. “He leaves a certain amount to a ward 
of his.” 

“Ah ! yes, Mademoiselle Andrde de Champtoce I” cried tlio old beau ; 
“ that is still another romance, as it were, and the conclusion of it is very 
pleasant for a poor young girl, who was an orphan, too. Everybody was 
talking about it — ” 

“ Yesterday at your club,” said Kornemann, by way of finishing what the 
other had begun. 

M. de Forceval looked askance at the interrupter, but lacked the time to 
get angry. 

** Do you know the Champtoco family ? ” asked Noridet with an air of 
interest, which, this time, was unfeigned. 

“ Just as I know all the great names in France. I iiavc never seen the 
present marquis, but my granafather was an intimate friend of his grand- 
father’s during the emigration.” 

“By the bye, Noridet,” said Kornemann, “ you know that the marquis 
is going to put up here, as well as that Monsieur de Monville,^vho is going 
to marry his daughter, and tliat we have to vote for them to-morrow. Tou 
will be here, won’t yon ? ” ^ 

“I shall try, altnough my time is hardly my own at present,” replied 
Noridet, absently. 

He had gone to the club that evening soldly to acquaint the Cnata with 
his neWj, situation once for all. He know that this agreeable club was full 
of gossips, and that the information he might let fall would be eagerly 
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talked of all over Paris, So he took pains to mingle falsehood with truth, 
with sufficient skill to make those present believe in his 'disinterestedness 
as regards his marriage, and & the stability of the fortune remaining to 
him. This was of great importance to his plans, and his aim being effected 
he now only thought of going off. The occasion offered itself, for a foot- 
mafl now approached and stud to him in a low tone : A gentleman is 
waiting for you in the reception-room, sir.’* 

Very well. Tell him to wait,*’ replied Noridet. “ I have a letter to 
write, but I wdll come in a moment.” 

“ I think that it is Monsieur Bouscareau who has come to see you,” said 
Kornemann, with some degree of malice. 

“ Who may Monsieur Bouscareau be ? ” 

Noridet knew very well whom the fat nmn was speaking about, but he 
preferred to deny all knowledge of such a vulgar individual. 

“Ho is your future fatlier-iii -law’s cashier, my dear sir. We saw him 
look up here just now', and when a cashier makes his appearance it is a good 
sign, ” 

“Not when the cashier no longer has any cash-box,” said Noridet, 
laughing; “but you must be mistaken, as I have no acquaintance wdutt* 
ever witli that gentleman.” 

“ No, no ; I recognised his broad- brimmed hat, his snuff-coloured over- 
coat, and his portly figure.” 

“ Well, 1 will go and see w'hether your eyes are good. Good night, 
gentlemen.” And Noridet then turned his back to the group on the 
balcony, and strode away. Had anyone observed him now as he crossed 
till) smoking-room of the club, he would have been startled by the almost 
fiightful change which suddenly took place in his countenance. Never did 
an cxhaustc<l actor repairing to the slips after playing nu exifcting part, 
never did a princo waStty of smiling upon his courtiers, show a more de- 
jected visage and duller eyes than .lulcs Noridet, as he found himself alono 
after his conversation with his former bcon companions. The mask of self- 
satisfied indifference, which he had had the coui’age to assume for half-an- 
honr, that mask of audacity fell from his face, and gave way to a look of 
savage despair. 

This W'as lificause within the xmst week he had seen all the threats and 
promises of M. de Chainptoc/^ realised one after another. Warned by his 
notary, Franchard, of the production of the w'ill signed by M. de Mathis, 
and informed by a letter from the manjuis that the income of fifty thousand 
francs a year would be duly paid to Mademoiselle Brossin as soon as she 
became Madame Noridet, the scamp had realised tiiat submission was all 
that now remained to him ; not sincere submission, perhaps, but appari-at 
submission at all events. 

He felt that the least attempt at revolt would bring about a still more 
terrible punishment than the loss of the millions for the sake of which ho 
had committed his first crime ; ho was, therefore, forced to obey. And yet 
he thirsted for revenge. I’he formal proposal for Henriette’s hand had been 
made three days after the scene \when ilrossin and Bouacaroau had been 
brought l)efore the marquis, Tlie‘t>aron||s had seen fit to shed tears of joy. 
Then all the other events announced by St. de Chainptoc^' had followed one 
after another. Riin»ours of dean de Mouville’s immense fortune and of his 
mari’iage with AndivSe yalazjp, now Mademoiselle do Cliardptoce, bird betMi 
noised about Paris, almost at the same time as the rumours of M. Brossin ’s 
failure. So all was over, irrevocably over, f:T the two marriages ^rere now 
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bitt a qtiestion of time. That of Jean and Andr^e would take plaoe in a few 
weeks, and that of Noridct and Henrie^l#^ little later on. The hop© of 
even a distant revenge was very slight, for ^lat Noridct when rich and re- 
spected had not been able to accomplish against a stranger and a poor 
orphan, he would not effect now that he was ruinod and without a position, 
nor perhaps evon attempt, against a high and powerful nobleman and_a'^ch 
and aristocratic heiress. He did not, however, give up the struggle, "and if 
in the eyes of the world he seemed satisfied with his lot, ho W'as secretly 
plotting the most odious schemes for the satisfaction of his hatred. 

He now directed his steps toward the little rocoption-rooni, where tlio 
members of the club received the visits of strangers. He did not expect to 
fi’.id the cashier whom Kornemann had announced, but in the over^strained 
situation in which he found himself, the slightest incidents of daily life 
appeared suspicious to him. He, therefore, gave up the idea of penning an 
ununportant note which he had thought of sending to some tradesman, in 
order, to find out at once who it was that had called to see him. On enter- 
ing the reception room he was not a little surprised to find tliat tlie loun- 
gers on the })aleony had told him the truth. It was, indeed, M. BouH('arean 
who awaited him, ‘leaning upon his stick an<l his face lookingiharsher and 
more surly than usual. With his squat figure, his low forehead, his turned- 
up lips, and his pointed teeth, ho looked like a bulldog ready to bite. 

“fiood evening, air,” said Noridct drily. ** What did you wish to see 
me about ? ” 

“I wish to speak with you.” 

** About what, if you please ? ” 

“In the first place, can wo bo overheard here? Are you sure that w'c 
can’t ” 

“ Quite kire, especially if yon speak in a low key. But why do you ask 
me that ? ” 

“I have come to propose to you to join me in revenging ourselves upon 
the man who has stripped us both of all we possessed.” Noridct s ey(‘s 
flashed, but he restrained himself. He wished to learn what plan had 
occurred to the casliier. “ Don’t think that I am like tliat fool of a .lacquos 
Brossin, who hasn’t a particle of courage,” resumed Bouscareau. “ 1 don't 
lick the hand that smites me. I tear it.” 

“ Machiavelli, and Ciesar Borgia, could not have expressed themselves 
better.” 

“I don’t know^ cither of those two gentlemen,” replied Bouscareau, 
gravely, “but I flatter myself that I can secure my revenge.” 

“ And how ? ” asked Noridct. 

“ We must strike the marquis through his daughter. That is his vulner- 
able point. I shall study her character and l>abits, and like a spider, 
weave my web around her.” 

“But you forget that the marquis has ordered both of us to leave France? ’* 

“No doubt. But we may find a means of delaying our departure. Be- 
sides, the authorities will keep me here till Brossiii’s bankruptcy is settled.” 

The two scamps were now on the point of coming to a more explicit ar-, 
rangemont, but at this moment t1|||r© was a knock at the door, and a servant’ 
popped his head inside the room. “ Excuse me, sir,” said he to Noridet, 
“ but a peasant is downstairs who wants to see you on urgent business, 
lie comes from l^rittany, he says, and on going to your rooms he heard that 
you were here. He asked me to hand you tliis letter.” 

Noridc^t look hold of the note which was ofleied him, wandering what it 
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all meant. Scarcely, however, had he glanced at the communication than 
tlie expression of his face chauge%. “ 1 must go now,*' said he to BouScar- 
ca,u, ** Gonie and see me in the Rue du HeUlor, to-monow. I have some- 
thing here which will enable us to effect our purpose,” 


XXXIII. 

It is said that perfect happiness is not to be met with in this world, and 
yet, at the end of that mouth of June, it might, it seemed, be found in the 
very midst of Paris, in a house at tlie end of the Rue d’Assas. 'I’herc, still 
dwelt the daughter of the Marquis de Champtoct5. There also the Mornans 
seemed to enjoy life to the utmost. The husband looked fifteen years 
younger than previously, and his wife had grown more active and meiTy 
than over. Even Madame do Mathis, the poor impotent creature, Jiad her 
sliare of joy, for her condition was improving, and her jihysician dpi not 
despair of a complete cure. 

“ TJie paralysis may vanish quite suddenly,” said old Dr. Brias, who had 
liecn attending the old lady since the accident at Chevrouso ; **any strong 
emotion, any jiowerful shock to Iicr mind, whether agreeable or otherwise^ 
would restore her speech and pow'er of motion.” 

i'Vom all this it would a |>)icar that Momacn' dwelling was indeed an abode 
of Miss. The Mai((uis do ("hanqitoce, Louise \k i nard, andJean de Monvdlc, 
tlid uot fail to call c\ery day, and there was cemstant allcctioiiatc inter- 
'■('Urse between tlie lionlosard d Italic ami tlic Rue d’Assas. Tlie great 
day was, moreover, drawing near. In another fortnight tlie loveas would 
)ic wedilcd, for M. Kraiichard, the notiiiy, had made great despatch W‘ith 
all the formalities and oontracts required. 

One af tci noon all the frieiuhs woic seal etl togellici’ ni the garden. Madame 
do Mathis was reclining in her invalid's cli.iii, dean ami Aiulree sat side }\v 
Ride exchanging loving glances, wdiilsl iladame Moimu* talked with a. deal 
of animation about tliat important subjcel. the w^edding dress. 'Jdie inai- 
qiiis, a short distance off, looked on with a somewhat anxious face. Ho 
alone seemed troubled : “ When I think,” said li<‘, abruptly, to M. Mornuo 
—the ex-notary sat besiile him “that tliat vile Noridet, or those scamps, 
Brt^ssin and Bousearcau, might disturb all ihi.s liappiness, 1 cannot help le- 
gretting :ny indulgence.” 

“You should never repent having forgiven,” said the old law^yer, wdio 
Was lar from imagining the extent of the criines committed by Noiidet. and 
kjicw but little either about him or about Brossiu nnd his cashier. “ What 
can tlicse men do to harm you or yours, now that you have cut their claws, 
and pulled out their teeth ? ” 

“ Both teeth and claws may grow again, my dear Mornac, and I ought 
to have remembered the Italian proverb.” 

“ Yes, I know it : ‘ When the snake is dead, the poison is dead ; ’ but 
that is a very unebristian saying. The Brossins will soon be over the 
.frontier, together wdtli Noridet.” 

“No doubt. Still, I have my w^orij^s. Fortoto is in trouble, poor 
fellow, for his mother, -Vurora, refuses to sanction his marriage with 
Louise. She is a bad, uriDcrupulous woman, and yet it grieves the poor, 
good-hearted fellow that shc^hould so persistently hate hmi and liiBSW^eet- 
heart.” 

“ He is very foolish to let that trouble him. I might force h^r consent 
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to the marriage, but she has disappeared from Montmartre, and so strangely 
tliat there arc days when I have sad presentiments.’^ 

‘‘Come, come, taarguia ! your children want you,” suddenly called out 
Madame Mornac. “They are sighing on account of your absence.” 

The good lady was making a very venturesome assertion, for the two 
lovers were not sighing for any one but themselves in the world. Scftt(id 
near each other, under the eyes of Madame Mornac, they were solely occu- 
pied with tlieir courtship, and the rest of the world did not exist in their 
eyes, Jean was holding Andr<Jc’a hand, and they were looking into one 
another’s eyes, and exchanging words which like most lovers’ talk, was the 
veriest nonsense to all other ears than their own. Madame Mornac remcni- 
bere<l that, in marrying the notary, she had made a “ marriage of reason,” 
which had been a very nappy one, and so she was strongly opposed to all 
“ violent loves,” and could never wUneas the impassioned interviews of tlio 
two “ children,”* as she called tiicin, without a feeling of annoymicc. 
“ Tliat is not the way to behave when you wish your happiness to last,” she 
would mutter whenever she saw an affoctioriate gesture of Jean’s, or an 
ardent glance exchange<l between him and Andree. Her husband, she re- 
membered, had never unsettled his symmetrical udiite tie by an embrace 
during the whole time of their courtship, and the behaviour of the yoiiiig 
deacciulant of the companions of William the Conqueror was entirely op- 
pOvSed to all her personal reminiscences. 

However, the raanjiiis now drew near, aiul tlic conversation bccjimc 
general. M. do Champtoc6 referred to ]<’ortoto’a wori ica, and after a debate 
in which Joan and An(lr<5e took a prominent part, tJio marquis wont oti', 
having matters to attend to on the lioulevard d’ltalio. Tlic lovers strolkMl 
through t|ie garden, and as they passed the gate, tiiey suddenly saw an old 
man approaching, who appeared to be a beggar. Ho was dressed in rags of 
every colour, with the wreck of a hut having a torn brim, whicli hung dow 
over his nose, while his -j[>oota wore full of holes, and he leant upon a biL? 
stick. In a word, he res%pbled one of Jacques Callot’s vagrants. Nothin, i; 
was wanting, neither the bandage over one eye, nor the unktnipt 
^rey beard, nor the })OudJP|iifiging from his side. This strange-looLing 
fellow had paused upon thdBfiv^noutin front of M. Mornac's garden, and ril 
sight of him no one could help ^ridering how it was that such a fellow 
could wander about Paris withol® being arrested. Costumes that are over 
picturesque are not favourab^^Bcked upon by the police, and this man 
bccmed likely to be arrested oinlHkmcre strength of his evil looks. M. de 
Mon ville, however, had a secret ^Bfenpathy for all whom fate seemed to 
treat with disfavour, and for all wO despised rules as to dress. More than 
once, as if suffocated by his fine clothes, he regretted the costume which he 
had worn when only Jack of the Cliffs. He did not despise ragged men, 
for he looked upon them as independent. Still, it annoyed him that this 
old fellow should make his appearance while he was talking to Andree. 
His bad humour was no doubt visible on his face, for the young girl ex- 
claimed : “The poor man is waiting. Co and give him some money j go 
quick I I do not wish him to jjo away empty-handed.” 

“ He does not seem to be thinking of going,” said Jean, making haste to 
do as she asked. “ Here, my good follow,” said he, holding out a gold 
piece to the bqggar. But, to his surprise, the old man did not take the 
rntmry. He merely thrust his hand into his* pouch. “Take this,” reiter- 
ated Jean, whereupon the old fellow held out a pajior. “No, no ; it is ‘of 
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110 consequence,” said M. de Monville, thinking that this was some certifi- 
cate of good behaviour. 

“ Read it, sir, read it,” said the old man, still without taking the money, 
and in a deep voice, which seemed, like the letter, to proceed from tlio 
depths of his pouch. 

Jn’an took the letter, and, as he did so, the vagrant turned away, and 
speedily disappeared round the nearest corner, while Jean returned to 
Andr6e, looking at the missive, and believing that he was the victim of some 
joke, or that the old beggar was cither intoxicated or insane. But the 
young girl saw that the paper bore the adtlress, “ Monsieur Alain PIou- 
hinec, Cloars, Brittany,” and she started nervously. 8hc knew that Alain 
Piouhinec had been a dependent of her former suitor, (tI outran de Kergas, 
iind, moreover, on glancing again at the superscription, she recognised the 
handwriting of the lover whom she believed dead. An indeacribahle scene 
followed ; Andree half fainted ; but at length reviving, she begged Jean to 
road the letter, which ran as follow’S : — 

“ My old Friend, — Time has not sofkmcd the horrible grief to which 
Heaven has condemned me, and since I have been wandeiing about under 
a false name, I have more than once cursed— pardon me, my poor Alain — 
that pious feeling which led you into the vault of the old church in our 
town of Clorars. Had it not been for you, h.ad it not been for tlic love you 
bore your master’s son, I should now sleep peneefully in my grave, ajul 
should not be bearing in sorrow the terrible burden of life, which every day 
weighs more and more heavily upon me. Shall I have the courage to jour- 
ney on to tlic end ? 1 cannot tell, and that is why I now*^ write to you. I 
told you w'lien 1 left you that we should never meet again. I have becomo 
accustomed to the thought of dying alone, but it would grieve me to shake od 
my sufferings without telling you that my last thoughts will bring you to my 
miml. If this letter is not followed by another, my good Alain, you must 
forget that you rescued me from the tomb, and believe that I dieil, indeed, 
on that fatal day when it was thought I had been cut olf from among llu! 
number of tliose to whom it is permitted to love. Farewell once more, my 
old friend. Think sometimes of him who once was caljed, 

“ Gontran va Keroa-s.” 

This missive, which Alain Flouhinec had brought to Paris, hoping to liiul 
his master, and dissuade him from coniniitting suicide, for wJiich purp(;KC 
he had called upon Noridet at the club, had been handed to Jean by Bous- 
eareau, disguised as a beggar, the object being to destroy his and Andree’s 
happiness by revealing the fact that M. de Kergos was still alive. Al- 
though Audr^*e had not loved Gontran as she loved Jean, the young officer’s 
noble dispo.sition and manly character had iinpre8.sed her favourably, and 
the tragic destiny which she believed had befallen him, had ever fflled her 
with sorrow. Jean, who knew the painful story of her earlier betrothal and 
its result, was stricken with apprehension, for this letter now proved that 
Kergas was alive, tliat he loved her still, and meditated suicide. What 
would she do? What would she decide to be her duty after such a 
revelation ? 

■ The young girl had turned very pale, and there were tears in her eyes. 
At this Jean fell upon his knees before her, and Andr^, guessing and shar- 
ing his painful feelings, had just held out her hands to hell) him to rise, 
when Madame Mornac, follov^pd by her husband, appearea at a turn in 
tlw3 path. At the sight of this unexpected and pathetic tableau, the good 
lady sprung -back so suddenly that she almost upset the ex -notary, who w as 
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close to her. “They are crazy I ** she cried, in a loud voice, “perfectly 
crazy, and ,thoy ought to be put under restraint ! See what a romantic 
education brings about ! They arc going to be married in a week, but here 
they are making love spoeches in the open air, and kneeling and tossing 
their arms about as though they were a couple of melodramatic actors in a 
theatre ! ^ 

“ Madame ! began Audr^e, 

“No! no I it is too much, really too much! A pretty sort of life 
you’ll have together, you two ? And you think that I will have anything 
to do with all this ? Why, if Mornac had dared to court me in sucli wild 
attitudes as that, I should have pitched my workbox at his head, and 
broken off the match ! ” 

ff'he impetuous old dame would not have been wrong, after all, for the 
picture which M. Mornac would have presented, kneeling^ in a white tic 
and dress-coat, and indulging in passionate demonstrations, would ha\ei 
been grotesque enough ; however, Jack of the Cliffs did not resemble M. 
Mornac in the least. 

“ Come, come, iny dear,” now said the old notary, “ pray calm yourself ‘ 
You reproach these children with behaving badly, and you are doing tho 
same yourself. There is really no great harm in Monsieur de Mon vilk'n 
kneeling at the feet of his future wife. It is not customary when a niau 
is a head clerk, and gets married in order to become a notary ; but at Joan'a 
ago, and iii his position — ” 

“ Be still, Mornac ! You make my blood boil with your quiet way of 
toikiug things, and your full pardons and plenary indulgences. I know 
there’s no harm in it. It would bo a pretty thing if there were any Jiarm ! 
But it is improper, and besides that it is perfectly ridiculous.” 

The lovers bore those little remarks witnout wincing. Their hearts were 
too f\iU of sorrow for them to p.ay any attention to Madamo Mornac’s lec- 
turing. Andree, with a sudden impulse, now went up to her guardian and 
asked him to read the letter, Which he did at once, and then, without 
a word, he handed it to his wife, wlio glanced at it, and then exclaimed in 
her usual iinpetuous way : “ '^Miy, Monsieur de Kergas died, and was 
buried in Bi'ittaiiy. T don’t believe in ghosts. U'liis would be a nice* busi- 
ness, I must say ! When T think that the beggar who, so you say, liauded 
you tliis foolish note, pretended that he was a poRtmaii from an oflioe in ; 
the other world, it is a little too much for my credulity, and you arc very 
foolish to believe in any such thing as this. If I knew that he wcic- any- 
where near here, I would go and take him by the collar, and convoy Innui 
to the station-house myself I ” "1 

“ There is some abominable plot in all this, but I cannot guess either thci 
originator or the purpose,” said the notary. | 

“ The purpose 1 ” exclaimed Madame Mornac — “ the purpose is to break 
off Andree ’s marriage with Jean. That’s easy to see.” 

“ But for what motive ? Who is her enemy ? ” 

“Who? Can you ask? Monsieur Jules Noridet, of course I Monsioiu' 
Noridot, who, I shall always believe, cut the rope and tried to drown uts 
both at Schaftbausen ! We cannot prove it, but that does not alter the 
matter. And now, to console himself for not having succeeded, he is try- 
ing this way of creating trouble ; but hp will find out his mistake, for 1 
shall not listen to you this time, as I did^^in Switzerland, when y^ui pre- 
vented me from going to the burgomaster.** He shall be denounced I ” , , 

“ We caunot denounce any body, my dear, till we know the truth, l' 
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think thtut some wicked man has done all but I do not think that the 
lotter is a forgery. iVndr6o, herself, recognises the writing. This Alain 
rioiihinec is an old servant of the Kergas family, of whom thepoorjieu- 
tenant often spoke. But you see that he says : * If you don’t receive an- 
other letter f lom me, you must believe me dead.’ It must be that he was 
thinking of committing suicide. There is some misfortune that we do not 
know 01 under all this, for he says also : * Believe that 1 died on the day 
when it was thought I had been cut off from camong the number of those to 
whom it is permitted to love.* He also speaks of a false name which ho 
lias been bearing. He must liave some powerful reason for hiding himself, 
and he will not appear again.” 

“ 1 see how it all is,” said Madame Mornac. “ Jean was frightened, and 
T forgive him for his genuflexions, and tossing his arms in the air. But 
Andr^e is too sensible a girl to be influenced by all this. 8he will take ray 
[''advice, and show the letter to her father. Before settling anytiung Im 
must be consulted.” 

“You are right, madamc,” said Andr^e. will act as lie may re- 
quest,” 


\XXIV, 

It was a great shock to the Marquis do Chainptoc(S to learn of the existence 
of his daughter’s former afilancetl lover, and at once the singular details of 
the confession of Pierre Lofort roturnccl to his mind as well as the name of 
Alain, and he realised tliat the unhappy recluse of the Rhine had been none 
f t, her than (iontran dc Kergas. M. Mornac, an optimist by nature, bo- 
liL ved that tlie young ofliccr was already dead, for he considered this letter 
to he a last farewell to tlio faithful Alain and to life. 

“Alive or dead,” replied the marquis, “he will never consent to re 
appear, he has no intention of doing anything to disturb Andrdc’s peace of 
juind ; still, 1 must find this unfortunate man, if be still bo living,” addcfl 
M, de Champtoc6, and be then told M. Mornac the sad story of (Joutran dr? 
Kergas’s premature burial and consequent disfiguretnent. “ And now I 
think of it,’’ he said in concluswn, “1 believe ic was he who Jielped Jean 
on the night when he was attacked by the two burglars.” 

The marquis at onc^ set to work to find the young officer, wdiom he hoped 
to be able to comfort and reconcile to life, although, both for the sake of 
Monsieup dc Kergas ami Andr6e, he hoped they would never again meet. 
He, well knew that Gontran himself would rather die than he seen by her 
whom he so much loved ; and he thus hoped that ho might pei-suarlo the 
young ofliccr not to remain in Franco. He desired this for the sake of 
Jean de Monville, whose l^ro-w now wore a cloud, for Andrr^'e had become 
snd since slie had learned tho truth respecting the suitor W'ho had always 
shown himself to be a noble-hearted gentleman, and who hafl, besides, 
Miv<‘d her from a frightful death. After considerable trouble, and through 
Fortoio, who placed Jiim in communication Mdth an ex -colleague in the 
ioroo— a 'I'cry skilfnl detective named Jottrat— the Marquis de 
Champtoc^ did succeed in discovering that a man who habitually hid his 
face, wliich resembled a death’s lumd— -at least so said thase who had caught 
^ a chance glimpse of his countfjjmncc — and whoso name, or assumed name, 
i* .was Pierre Befort, was staying in Paris. Quite unexpectedly, also, and 
' after telling- Jottrat that Jules Noridet was supposed to be ooncened in 
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placing Oontran’e letter in AndrAe’s hands, it came to the maremis’s 
kiifJwledge that Aurora, the fortune-teller, was now staying with M. do 
Mathis’s nephew. This knowledge was destined to prove of service in the 
near future, and as to Pierre Lefort, the marquis determined to visit him 
at once. “Do you think,” said M. de ChaTnptoc<^ to Jottrat, “that I 
shall be able to see Lefort and have a private conversation w'ith him ? 

“ It can easily be managed, marquis, if ho is at home, and that we can 
ascertain by going to hia lodgings. I know where they are, for a very 
simple reason. Going about with his face muffled up he excited suspicion 
ivnd was recently arrested ; but when he had explained himself ho was sot 
at liberty and I saw him home. Jn fact, I have since had occasion to 
render him some trifling services, so that I can easily obtain admission.” 

The detective spoke correctly, and that same afternoon the marqnia was 
uslierod into the humble room where, tlie unfortunate Gontran was now 
living ill retirement. He came b1o\|^ forward, his head covered as usual 
by hig hood, and with his arms crosml upon his breast like a monk saying 
jjrayera. “ What do you want with sir ? ” he asked in a deep voice. 
“ I must ask yon to be brief, for I do not wish to have any dealings with any 
one, and but for my regard for Monsieur Jottrat, whom I have now known 
for some months, I should not have admitted you.” 

“Don’t you know me?” asked the marquis. “It is true that I failed 
to save you when we both were struggling in the waters of the Hhine, in a 
desperate effort to reach the shore, but I have not forgotten that you 
re scued Andr6e Salarie, and X cannot thank Heaven sufficiently for the fact 
that you did not perish on the night when we both came so near death in 
the burning hut.” 

“ Death would not take me. I reached the shore alive, and have since 
lived her© in retirement.” 

“ This is not all that you have done : you recently rescued a young man, 
who is very dear to me, from two riifflans who assaulted iiim on tlie Boule- 
vard d’ltalic. But even that is not all that I have come to tell you ; I have 
come to confess to you that 1 am Albert, Marquis de Oliamptoc^, the father 
of Andr6ft Salazic, whom you rescued from death — ” 

“Her father ! ” cried (ilontran de Kergas. 

“ And I have to tell you that a letter which you wrote to Alain Ploiihinrc 
— wlio has come to l^iris in search of yon — has, by some mysterious means, 
fallen into the hands of an enemy of myself and my daughter, and iias been 
s(jnt to her. ” 

“ My letter to Alain ! — my last letter, in which I told him that I was 
weary of life I And he had come to Paris to seek me, you say? Boor, 
faiohful heart ! But what is this you tell me about her — about Amlrt'c ? ” 

“ The man who, as I believe, sent her that letter, is the one who cut the 
cord which secured the boat on the day W'hen she so nearly perished. 
Ho is my bitter enemy and hers, ainl he wished to kill you, as w'dl as 
me, in the hut, v/hich he set on fire because you had saved her life.” 

“ I injure no man, and 1 cannot understand why anyone should try to in- 
jure me,” replied Gontran de Kergas ; “but, since you tell me this, I am 
willing tobclieve that there exists a man fiendish enough to threaten Andree’sm 
life; as well as yours and mine. Still, I can guess that there is another 
object in your visit. You perhaps fear that I may write to Andr6e, or in 
some way trouble her repose — ” 

“ I do not believe that — ” * 

“ Trust me, I shall not do so. I had heard of her intended marriage to" 
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Monsietir Jean de Monville— the young man, I believe, whom I found on 
the Boulevard d’ltalie, when ho was attacked by a couple of ruthaus^ and 
whom I had followed from Monsieur Mornac’s house, in order to find out 
who it was that watched her windows, at night-time, like myself, and 
who, I guessed it, must also love her. But, believe mo, I .am now as 
d^iad to your daughter as to the rest of the world, and since you dread 
my presence in Paris — ” 

“Excuse me, my dear friend,” iiiterruptod the Marquis de Chainptoc4, 

* ‘ IMiavc not said so ; and 1 wish to give you ouc more piece of informa- 
tion. You were poisoned at Chcvrexise, not by eating some poisonous mush* 
rooms, but by the deliberate act of a scoundrel who put poison in the 
food you partook of.” 

“ What ! what do you tell me ? ” 

“ He is the same man who has since tried to murder Andr^e — ” 

“ Who is he ? who is he ? ” cried M, de Kergas. “ Tell me, that 1 may, 
witii my own hands,‘kill him as ho deserves ! 

‘ ‘ Cairn yourself, my dear friend ; this wretch is utterly beneath your 
notice.” 

“ I will challenge him. He cannot refuse to fight a duel with me.” 

“Ho will not fight — Jules Nojidet, for that is his name, and you know 
him — will not fight; and even should he be willing to do so, you will 
not consent to face him when I tell you that ho is the worst of mon- 
sters. He put poison in some, rice wdiich you unfortunately partook 
of, at Chevreuso, poison given to him by a Madagascar negross named 
Aurora, wliosc foster son he is. This poiROii w'as intended to kill his 
uncle, Monsieur de Mathis, whose heir ho is, or was, for a second and 
valid will has now deprived him of his ill-gotten millions. This crime, 
which I have proof of, would long ago have 'sent hini to th^ scaffold by 
my testimony alone, l>ut 1 needed him for a task of just and righteous 
vengeance. Heaven seemingly has punished me for having let tin's monster 
live ; but I am now^ determined to prevent his doing any further harm. 
Leave him to me. I will punish him as he deserves ; as for yourself, you 
cannot fight w'ith such a scoundrel.” 

M. de Kergas did not reply for some moments. Crushed i>y despair on 
learning of the marriage of the girl whom he still passionately worshipped, 
although utterly without hope— shrinking, indeed, as he did, from letting 
her behold his disfigured countenance— he had hoped for a moment that by 
challenging the cruel enemy who assailed her, he might find the death he 
longed for without being forced to seek it in suierdo. However, C outran 
could not foi’get that he was a gentleman, and that he must not cross 
sword.s with so .utterly degraded a being as Jules Noridet. “ Be it so,” 
said he, at hvst. “ I shall go away and leave it to you to punish this 
man. But you must swear to mo that the wretch wiio has attempted to 
take AudrCe’s life shall not escape justice. ” 

“Gonfcian, I swear to you that be shall not escape. But before wo part 
you must tell me what T am to tell Andr6e for you. ” 

“ Tell her—” began M. de Kergas, but ho hesitated ; and it was only after 
a minute’s reflection that he finally added : “ Tell hei* tliat 1 shall r(*tire 
to the convent La Trappe and end my days in praying for her and all who 
are dear to her.” 

This was all. M. de Kergas s resolution corresponded fully with the 
'marquis’s wishes and he did not insist any further, but with a great dis- 
play of feeling bade the young officer farewell. » 

VOL. II, « ■ ' 
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, XXXV. 

Tjjck pretty suite of rooms in wliicli .fules Korklet lived, was certainly quite 
unsuitable us the residence of a sorceress, and yet Aurora, the fortune-teller 
of Montmartre, had been for two weeks a resident there, spreading out 
her packs of cards aiid consulting her raven as fervently as of yore. She 
did not receive the Clignariconrt cooks and the frequenters of the Chateau 
JVuge who formed her usual set of “ consulting customers j ” Noridet 
W'ould not have tolerated such vulgar beings in his own dwelling ; but she 
i.till passed her days and nights in consulting her spotted cards, and ])rac- 
tising various kinds of magic. Rooms in Paris often have their destiny, 
just like books,— /<a6en^ ««« — and sometimes an apartment with 

silken hangings, seeming intended for lovers only, will serve as a back- 

f round and a frame for the darkest scenes of some domestic tragedy, 
'hus it was with the exquisite sleeping-room which M. Lugos had entered 
one morning to say to the gay tenant of this cosy nest : “ You are a 

S oisoner ; ” thus it was with the smoking-room, where six mouths later, 
[oridet had heard from Alfred Broasin about Jean de Monvillo and 
M<^mager the money-lender. The blackest plots often take shape beneath 
gilded ceilings, just as poisonous plants sprout and bloom in a hot-house. 

Aurora had made her appearance one fine morning, dressed in flaring 
colours, and canyiug wdth her an immense leather bug from wdiich she never 
parted. Introduced into her foster-son’s rooms by the servants’ door, slie 
had installed herself, on her owm personal authority, in the library, and 
had made preparations which seemingly announced a determination to re- 
main there sCme time. Noridet, who had been out wdien she arrived, had 
on liis return found the sibyl squatting upon a magnificent bearskin with 
olothing and utensils of all sorts scattered around her. Her cards were 
before her as usual, and to cap the climax the raven Ohorab was perched 
upon a bust t)f Alfred rle Musset. A violent scene had taken place, and 
Noridet had begun by threatening to turn Aurora into the street at once 
ivith everything belonging to her ; he even declared that he would pitch 
her out of tlie window, wdiich pleasing promise however, ho failed to 
efioct, and, after an hour’s stormy discussion, he had to consent to let the 
sorceress stay there for the time at least. Aurora gave excellent reasons 
for having left her former abode. In the first x>lace, M. de Champtoc^ had 
discovered it, secondly, Fortoto had come to inform her of his intended 
marriage with Louise Bernard, and Noridet took special delight in the dis- 
covery that she had refused her consent to the match. With his natural 
wickedness ho revelled in torturing his foster-brother and Louise. So he 
fell in with the ideas of Aurora, and even spent an hour or two with her 
every day, tolling her of his hoj>es of revenging himself upon the marquis, 
and even consulting her on great occasions. 

lu the midst of all her caballistic uoiisense, the fortune-teller did not lack 
judgineut or sagacitj', and more than once she told her foster-son wdiat 
proved to be the truth. Her sojourn in the Rue du Holder did not after 
all disturb Noridet to any great degree. She went out very seldom, and 
the sliopkoepers in the neighbourhood took her for the young fclh^w^’s 
cook. 

She oc<mpied the library and slept on the floor, in Madagascar fashion. « 
The only person to complain was the inan-servant, who had to wait upon 



Hli3 GREAT REVENGE. 


195 


the ncgress, hut after a while he was quite won over by her cookery, for, 
like all of her race, she excelled in the culinary art. There was among her 
iiowevor, a locked box, which contained nothing likely to, be used 
in gastronomy. She never parted from this portable pharmacy^' a perfect 
arsenal of venomous substances and drugs, enough to have poisoned a whole 
regiment. 

Such w’as the position of affairs when^ on the djty after M. de Champtoc<5’s 
interview with (Tontran de Kergas, Noridet paid his daily visit to Aurora. 
He usually found her occupied in scaimiug her cards ; but, on that morning, 
she was consecrating her leisure moments to cliemistry. Half lying upon 
some cusluoiis, she was attentively watching a mixture which was cooking 
in a little pan placed upon a tripod, and heated by a siiiall spirit-lamp. 
The low table, on which the appamtua stood, had been brought from the 
East by Noridet, and had, perhaps, once served some sultana. The raven 
was pOrched uncoremoniously beside the lamp, and seemed greatly inter’: 
cstod in the cooking of this witches’ ])roth. He watched the infernal 
beverage attentively, and from time to time thrust forth his beak with faint 
croakings of satisfaction, 

“ What, to the deuce, is there in that pestiferous caldron asked . 
Noridet, as he came in. “ Will you never get over your ridiculotis 
for making poisons ? ” ; 

He ! he ! ” laughed the sorceress, “ you must not say anythim 
that, fostcr-sou. i hat is tlie best wine m my cellar, and when 
tilled it, uud pouted it into a vial, no one who partakes of it' 
drink again. Tliat is bottled apoplexy, he! he ! ” 

“ Well, why didn’t you give a glass ot it to the marquis when he to 
see you ? ” . 

“ Talking of him, how do matters progn ss, fostcr-son ? ” . 

“ Not well, and 1 am getting more and more suspicious of something 
being wrong. On the day before yesterday, at the club, that Champtooe 
glanced at me in a way that made me shiver all over. ” 

“ Oh ! 1 know how Captain Albert can look. He isn’t a man to put olf 
his I’evcngo for a day.” 

“ Wlio knows V ” 

“ After all, it’s no matter •, wc shall settle him and all his race, .But let 
me iiiiish iny work,” added Aurora, bending over the pan in which some 
African herbs were boiling. “ Ah ! ” said she, at la^t, “ it is ready now.” 

“ Come, let your decoctions alone, and do talk sense for once in your 
life,” said Noridet. “ WJiat have you to tell me? ” 

“ I have s(mje atlvicc to give you,” replied Aurora. 

“ What is it ! ” 

Instead of explaiinng herself at once, the sorceress rose from the 
cushions on which she had been x’eolining, opened tlie book-case, and from 
behind a row of books, drew out two smAll empty vials, which had been 
hidden there. Noridet watched her with a sullen look ; but without - 
troubling lierself aVjout his frowns, she returned to the pan, which she hod 
removed from the fire, and poured its contents into a china bowl ; then, 
when the liquid was almost cold, she began to fill her vials with a little 
funnel. This operation ended, she slipped the crystal stoppers into the 
necks, and shook both bottles for a moment. « 

“ This is all that is needed,^’ said she, as she glanced at the fluid which 
'both bottles now contained. “ It is as clear as spring water. I»o^ at it, 
lostci-soa !* It has no taste and no smell. Well I you only have to^pour 
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six drops of it into a cnp of coflfce to send anyone who drinks it into the 
other world. He would fall down as though ho had been shot through th^ 
brain ; and no matter how much the doctors might examine his body after 
death, no trace of the poison could he found.’* 

** Say at once that it is the poison of the Borgias, and have done with 
it!” exclaimed Noridet, with contemptuous scorn. “ Do you know that 
you annoy me with your melodramatic speeches ? Instead of praising your 
messes, you had better tell me how to get out of my false position as regards 
the marquis.” 

“ Here is the means,” said the sorceress, setting the vials upon the table. 

“ That is of great use, I must say ! Do you imagine that I am again 
going to run the risk of the criminal court when I am still threatened as re- 
gards that matter at Chevreuao ? This Champtoc6 could easily settle me, 
if I did.” 

“ When docs he say that you must be married ? ” 

‘‘ It is on the fifth of next month that I must marry that woman 1 hate. 
Oh ! if 1 could only kill his daughter, that w’ould cause his death.” 

That is true ; but she won't die. She will marry Jean do Monville, and 
be happy in the midst of her family.” 

I would rather die than see her happy ! ” exclaimed Noridet. 

“ I like to hear you speak like that ! Now, listen to me.” 

“ Speak ; but be brief.” 

“ Andr^!e Salazie must die this very day.” 

Are you mad ? ” 

“ Not nearly as mad as you arc, foster-son ; and if you will do as I toll 
you, I will answer for it that all will be over by to-morrow morning. ” 

** And in iho evening 1 should bo arrested.” 

“No ; you would be on your way to England, and you need not return 
to France till Captain Albert is buried beside his daughter, and that would 
soon happen, providing she dies,” 

An agreeable prospect,” said Noridet, in a surly tone; for he never 
spared his nurse his ill-humoured growlings. “ Even if I did succeed in 
poisoning An<lr6e, supposing it w'ere possible— for I presume that you sug- 
gest that I ought to do so by means of your wonderful decoction — ” 

Aurora nodded. 

“ Well, tlien the marquis would accuse me at once ; and even follow me 
to China, if there were need of it.” 

“ He would not accuse you, if you set to work in the right way.” 

“My sudden departure would suffice for the authorities to think me 
guilty. ” 

“ Let me explain. You interrupt me constantly. You know Mornac’s 
house ? ” 

“Yes. You don’t intend to advise me to go there, I hope.” 

“You must go tiiere, and at once.” 

Noridet made a gesture which signified, “ This woman is mad ! ” 

“You must ask to see Monsieur Mornac,” continued the sorceress. 
“You will be told that he is out but will soon return. You must then say.* 
that you have come ou important business, and that you wish to wait for 
him. The man servant will probably offer to show you to his private room. 
But then you must say that you prefer to smoke a cigar in the garden, and 
he will not object to take you there.” 

fine, indeed ! and if anything should happen to alter this clevui’ 
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programme, what of it? If Monsieur Mornac should be at home, for 
instance, what am I to do then? What if his amiable wife, who execrates 
me, should meet me walking about among her flower-beds ? What if, on 
turning some path, I meet the marquis or Ids daughter, or that pretty fellow. 
Jack of the Cliffs ? ” 

** Nothing of all that will happen, foster-aom I know what I am 
t»aying, and I have arranged my plan accordingly. For eight days I have 
been waiting for a chance like the one which otters itself to-day.” 

“Did you get your information from your cards?” 

“ From them and from other sources. The inmates of Mornac’s house do 
not take a step without my knowledge. Besides, you have not heard me 
out, and you will be forced to confess that you run no risk whatever. 
When you are alone in the garden you must go softly towards the tall trees at 
the lower end, on the right, and you will find a lawn with two or three 
chairs, and a little round table. On the table there will be a. decanter of * 
iced lemonade and a glass.” 

“ Better and better,” muttered Noridet. 

“ That is the place where Andree rests every day, at noon, and you know 
that at Mauritius the creoles never take their siesta without an iced bever- 
age at hand. Well you must api^roach the table, pour a few drops from tho^ 
little vial which I shall give you into the lemonade, and then keep on walk* 
ing about the garden.” 

“Admirable !” sneered Noridet; “I must then go away as I uame, 1 • 
suppose ? But, admitting even that Mademoiselle Aiidrc'e comes'at that 
very moment to refresh herself with your mixture, the man-servant will tfdl 
his master that 1 had been lounging about the garden for half an hour, and 
before 1 even have time to roach homo 1 shall have all Paris at my liecls.” 

“On the contrary, fostor-son, you must wait for Monsieur Moniac, and* 
as he will arrive in good time, you will have the pbjasure of talking with 
him entirely at your ease in Iuh private room, to which ho will, no doubt, 
eoudnet you.” 

“ This is (jurious, indeed ! And what am I to ti'll him when there ?” 

“ Nothing can be easier. \'ou must begin by telling him that you have 
come to beg of him to intercede for you with the marquis. You must say 
that you are tired of living, tluit jum repent the past, and tliat you wish to 
go away and expiate it, far from France, but tluit ns to Mademoiselle 
Brossin you find it impossible to love her, and that it is simply cruel to 
botli of you to make you mai'ry her. You must declare that you would 
prefer to surrender the money which the niartjuis luis pronnised, and to 
go and seek your fortune in the colonies,” 

“ What then ? ” asked Noridet, who already spoke in a different tone 
from that wliich ho had previously assumcil. 

“Then, when you find that Monsieur Mornac is softened, you must 
endeavour to obtain a promise from him to intercede’ on your behalf, and 
then go away protesting your good feelings, and repeating that you don’t 
know whether you will have the courage to remain in Paris any longer. P 
will wait for you here, and wo will go off together.” 

“The Ilian is less impracticable than I thought at first,” muttered 
Noridet. 

“ Here is the poison,” now said Aurora, holding out one of the two vials. ^ 

“ K very thing now depcnc|,8 upon yourself, but you hav^! not a moment to 
lose.” 

“The worst that could happen,” said Noridet, a.9 if talking 4o lujmself. 
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would )>€ my meeting some one before taking a stroll in the garden, and 
then I could still get out of the scrape with tlie tale I should tell Mjprnac. 
The step cafi’t make my situation any worse as regards the marquis, and 
even if 1 fail, I shall merely have taken a useless walk.” 

“You begin to believe, then, that I am not an old idiot, as you, at first, 
asserted ? ” , 

“ You are sure that the poison leaves no traces ? *’ 

“ No more than a bird in the air does, foster-son.” 

“ And its effect is immediate ? ’* 

'* Like that of lightning.” 

“ But the death of Anclr^.e will be unaccountable.” 

“ Toung girls have often fallen dead from drinking cold beverages in the 
intense heat, such as wc have just now. It often happens. Besides, she 
will probably be alone when this occurs, aud it wdll be supposed ti\^t tl»G 
state of excitement, in which she has lived so many months, has caused her 
demise.” 

“ Suppose that some one else drinks before she does ? ” 

“Then you will, at least, have an enemy the less. But be at ease as to 
that. She is too much petted in Mornac’s house for any one to touch her 
lemonade. But I repeat to you once more, it is time to start, if you do not 
wish to miss this opportunity.” 

“ So l>o it!” said Noridet, thrusting tlie vial into hia pocket. “Tl.e 
life I lead is unbearable, and I must make an end of it by some change or 
other. But look at your raven ! ” 

The sorceress uttered a shriek, and ran to Ghorab ; but it w’as too late. 
The ugly bird iiad dipped its beak in the china ))owl, in which the 
poison had remained for a moment, and it now lay with its claws in tlie 
air. ! I see that the drug is powerful, and 1 will use it at once,” 

sahl Noridot, who vanished as lie spoke, behind the rich Iiangings which 
closed the entrance of the library. 

Aurora let her nursling go without even looking at him. vShe was lost in 
lier grief, and gazed fixedly at her binl. “Ghorab dead!” she muttered, 
“ the cards have said it, I also am about to die.” 


XXXVI. 

WiriLB the sorceress was giving such good advice to .liilos Noridet, the 
Marquis dc Ohamptoci^ was not losing his time. On the day before he had 
made an appointment Muth Jottractlis detective, for nine o’61ock, and he 
had risen at dawn, like a general preparing for decisive action. Things had 
now come to a point which required tliat all enemies, avowed or unavowed, 
should be dealt with cffcctivcdy. M. do Champtocc* had, therefore, invite .1 
the detective to call up\)n him, with the intention of laying before him the 
crimes and misdeeds of the remorseless .scoundrel, witli whom he had now 
been struggling for nearly a year. He had spent a troubled night filled with 
odious visions. He had seemed to see Noridet crowning liis ecUfioc of crime 
by some deed still more frightful than all the others, and he reproached him- 
self for having so long delayed the murderer’s punishment. What did he 
now care for his revenge upon 'Brossiu and Bonscaveau, and all other in- 
ferior offenders, comparison with Noridet ? It was tho latter who must 
be dealt with, and speedily, for Andr^e’s life was in peril, since tho failure 
of the minor rgv^enge, which Noridet had evidently tried to effect by send- 
ing hor M. de Kergas’s letter. 
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The detective was punctual, and M. do Charnptocc be^an the conversation 
by clearly setting fortli all the facts of the situation. Ho related without 
any reserve or ambiguity his own story, and that of Jean de Monville ainl 
Andree, his former wrongs at the liaiids of Brossin and Bouscarcau, and 
ended by a detailed account of the crimes committed by Jules Noridet. 

T am not surprised at what you tell mo concerning this Horidet,” 
replied the detective when the marquis linished. “ 1 did not know tliat 
ho had poisoned four or five persons and been guilty of three attempts at 
assassination, besides setting fire to a house, but I was sure as to his immo- 
rality. Wc fellows of the police have long known about the dissipation in 
wUicli he habitually indulges. His mad expenditure drew our attejitioii to 
him from early manhood, and two years ago we held ourselves in readiness to 
prevent him from going too far. In fact we have since wondcre<l how he 
kept up so ruinous a way of living. Any individual,'’ added Jottrat, who 
possesses nothing, and Uvea as though ho were rich, is an o)>ject of suspicion 
to us for that very reason, and so wo quietly watch him. Now, this wa-; 
the case as regards Noridet, and there is plenty of information about him 
in the notes ko))t at the Prefecture.” 

“ Your task is all the easier, then,” said the mav([uis much relieved. 

“ Not so easy as you may perliaps think, sir. The greater the amount 
of information wo ])0S8css, the more carcjful we have to bo. The informal 
thm which wo get together concerning a man remains secret until the day 
when this man gives us a liold upon him by committing some act which is 
a crime or misdemeanour, zls long as he icimiiiis without transgiessmg 
the penal code, our books keep the secret of his past life. They consti- 
tute an arsenal of lormidahle weapons, but wc do not take any of them in 
hand until war is openly declared upon society.” 

“ Wliat do you ^vis^l to arrive at by what you say?” asked* M. de 
Cli^imptocc, witli some impatience. 

“ I wish to sliow yon, sir,” replied the detective, witliout seeming to bo 
surprised liy this question, “that it will he \ery difiicnlt to ostahllsh 
tliis mail’s guilt, and that 1 sliall coiiscqiK'iitly he ohligeti to act with 
caution.” I 

“ But I am here to attest his crimes ; I am ready to give my testimony 
befoi’c a magistrate — ” 

“ V'our testimony woidd tloiihtless have groat weight, but it would not 
.suffice. You doubt me ? Well, be kind enough to go over the facts with 
me. They are as follow'S : The attempts at »S(;hafilianHon arc almost im- 
])o.ssi}}le of proof owing tet various oh.staclc.s, ainl they could not be inquired 
into by a French court of law as they oceiirrcMl m Swit/orland. d'heii 
the affair on the Monville cUlF had no witnes.so.s hut yourself and a young 
man wlio is closely connected with you, and whoso testimony would there- 
fore lose much of its value. The attack to which Monsieur Bernard fell a 
victim wouhl be still more ditlicult to prove, for no one saw it, ami the 
siilforcr having lost his reason for some length of time, the exa(;titudo of 
his recollections might be disputed. The poisoning at Chevreuse now 
remains. As to that, three persons are dea<l, two others will sulTer all 
their lives from the terrible effects of the drug, but you alone arc able to 
prove that the poison was put in the food. There does not appear to be 
any other witness of that act. Besides, iiiae months ha^a" elapsed and 
medical verification has becorfle almost impossible.” 

* “ Moral proof abounds, and, besides, the negri ss Aurora might hjp forced 

to confess that site furiiislied the poison.” . ^ “ 
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“ Do you really believe that, marquis ? Do you expect to force an avowal 
from this woman such as would prove her guilt? That is very doubtful, 
and though 1 believe that a judge would find serious presumption of guilt 
in this affair, he would not consider that there was sufficient proof to con- 
demn the criminal. Still I am quite ready to serve you, and I only wish to 
know how 1 can best do so. ’ • 

“ I admit the justice of your reasoning,” said M. de Champtoc^, “ and that 
being so, it is for you to tell me how you think wo had better proceed.” 

“By cunning, in the first place. From this day forth, Noridet will be 
jlosely watched. I think that, first of all, we must question the fortune- 
tifcller. VVe know, and I have already told you, that she hasS left her fonnei' 
abode, and lives at Noridet’s rooms in the Rue du Heldcv.” 

“ Yes, and whenever I think of that, it seems to me that these two 
monsters must be planning some new crime.” 

*‘That isf likely enough,” quietly replied Jottrat, “but we shall soon 
settle their little game.” 

** You consent, then, to act immediately ? ” 

“Before coming here I took proper measures. At the present time three 
of my agents are watching in the Rue dn 11 elder, and when I go there I 
shall immediately be informed as to the people who reside at Noridet's. 
If he himself is absent, the chance will be a good one to intex’view his 
foster-mother.” 

“ Can I go with you ? ’ 

“Certainly.” 

“Lot us go at once then. I don't know how it is, but T have a prcso»iti- 
ment that we may be able to prevent son^^ now^ disaster.” 


xxxvn. 


NoR£Dt:t had left his rooms in a state of unusual excitement. His cold and 
calculating nature was scarcely ever stirre<l, and events of exceptional 
gravity alone troubled him. Nothing, however, had as yet impaired the 
truce which the Marquis dc Ohamptoce had granted lo his eueiiiios. Hcuii i- 
ette’s husband-elect had been allowed to li\e in peace, liho tlie family which 
he was about to enter. He might aln ady have gone off, uiihindcreil, and 
have remained abroad with a comfortable though not a hirgc income to livi' 
upon. But fiftj^ thousand francs a year, and marriage witli llciiricttc, were 
not what Noridet wanted. Ho wished to destroy tlie Chainptocc^ family, 
and was mad enough to befieve that he might ultimately do so, and wrest 
the fortune of liis uncle Mathis from his aunt Ly some machination or 
other. After the scene in which he had been obliged to humble himself be- 
fore M. de Champtoce, and confess himself conquered, Noridet had passed 
co-ntinually from hope to despair. Bouscaroau’a offer and the letter from 
Ke.rgas to Alain had roused him for a moment, but ho liud concluded that 
comparatively mild jdots, to annoy Andr6e, were out of place, and Aurora’s 
diabolic suggestions seemed to oficr a better cliance of success. To lisk all 
for all seemed to him much better than to continue slowly plotting in the 
midst of ever-recurring danger. He was almost in the situation of a 
gambler who, tired of turning over the eax’ds to little or no cfiect, stakes 
his all in a single venture. * 

Leaving the rooms in the Rue dii Helder, ho hailed a cab which drove" : 
him to the Bue d’Assas. It was necessary to act promptly, if at all, and so 
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ho did not lose a moment. He asked to sec M. Movnac, and learnt witli no 
little satisfaction that he had gone out. The man-servant who answered 
tlic door had no prejudice against Horidet, as he had never betore seen him, 
though he had heard of his name, as that of an elegant young “ man about 
town.” HCj therefore, made no objections when tlic stylish-looking visitor 
a^?ed to be allowed to wait for the notary in the garden. The plan de- 
vised by Aurora seemed a good one ; at least her information proved 
correct iti every respect. Noridet, let in with the utmost politeness, was 
left alone near the great lawn which extended far beyond the entrance of 
the lionse. He was well aware that there was a chance that Madame 
Momac or Andrtie might catch sight of him from the windows, and that 
everything would fail if they saw him. Besides, the notary’s wife 
fjuiie capable of coming downstairs and ordering him to leave the premises. 
He did not, therefore, remain in view, and he had a good excuse for strol- 
ling under the trees, as tlm sun was blazing, and with tlie dog-day tem- 
perature no one could object to his seeking a little shade. So he. walked 
stealthily towards the grove at the bottom of the garden, and lit his cigar, 
by way of putting a good face on the matter, and furnishing an excuse for 
rcmaiiiing in the grounds. It was not without violent palpitations of the 
heart that lie turned to the right, hi conformity witli the instructions of 
Aurora. The (juestion was whether he would find the second lawn, the 
table, and the lemonade prepared for Andr6e. An oversight or merely some 
delay on the part of a servant, and all would be in vain. “ If the ohl idiot 
lias made a mistake,” thought Noridet, “I must boat a retreat, saying that 
I have not time to wait.” 

But the ^‘old idiot” had not made any mistake. On a rustic tabic a 
servant bad placed some Icmonadfe in a glass bottle, which glittered brightly. 
A broad-brimmed straw hat and a parasol, which lay upon the grassy bank 
near by, indicated that tlie young girl would soon appear, 

Noridet accordingly slipped his hand into liis pocket wlierc he had placed 
the vial, and stopped forward so cautiously that there was no sound on tlie 
gravel of the walk. It was nearly noon ; not a lireath of air stirred the 
leaves, and the birds under the shelter of theliigh branches had ceased to sing. 
I’lio poisoner stopped from time to time to peer among the thick cl a, and to 
listen for any sound that might reveal the presence of some M'iliiess hidden 
among the acacias ; but the silence was profound and notliing showed that 
Heaven would intervene to prevent the accomplishment of this crime. Ac- 
cordingly Noridet darted to the table, poured lialf of the Huid ho had viilh 
liim into the lemoiiailo, and then quickly retraced his steps without looking 
behind him. “I have sown the seed of death,” lie inuttored, ‘‘ and have 
only to wait till it takes effect.” 

He now began walking slowly about, taking care to go further and further 
from the grove. He was somewhat pale, but his limbs did not (piiver, and 
he puffed out the smoke from his cigar with an air of the utmo.st indifference. 
He even thought for a moment of changing hi.s plans and going straight off, 
but this might give ground for suspicion, so he thought it wiser to remain 
and see M. Moriiac. Having resolved upon this course, which rccpiired 
courage, he tried to relieve the tedium of waiting, by composing th® homily 
with which he intended to favour the credulous notary. He hud not time 
to compose much of it, however, for at a turn of the patl^ on the opposite 
side of the grove, he met tlie servant who had admitted him. “ Monsieur 
Moriiac has just returned,” said tiio valet, and is waiting for you in his 
private robin.” ^ 
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This Roemecl almost magical success, and Noridet began to beliere that 
the fortune-teller must have the gift of second sight. He followed the 
servant without the sliglitest hesitation, and saw that his guide did not 
conduct him pfist the windows of the house. M. Mornac had perhajis 
given the servant orders to follow another course. He niiglit not like Jiis 
wife or his ward seeing such *an unexpected visitor. JNoridet tlioiight 
all this as he went along, and he cotijoctiired rightly. Had he looked to 
the left before entering the house, lie would have seen AiidrOe cross the 
garden at the moment wlien he climbed the steps. She was accompanied 
by Madame Mornac. Tliey reached the garden chairs, and sat down. Tiio 
;)oisoner’s presence had left no trace, and there was nothing to show that 
preparations for an otlious crime had been made under the shade of the trees. 
U was beneath these trees tliat Andr6e and lier paralytic godmother were 
in the habit of resting, for on the hottest days it was quite cool tliere, and 
the dim shade was quite delighful after the glare of the sun. 

Mad 9 moi 8 ello de Chiimptoce sank down upon a grassy bank, and saying 
that she was thirsty, she readied out her band to take hold of the decanter 
containing the welcome, tempting lemonade. 

Had Noridet, who at the moment was repeating cunningly worded phrases 
as to his repentance into the ovcr-credulous ears of M. Mornac, been able 
to see Andree about to raise tho poisoned beverage to lier lips, lie would 
have felt a tlirill to the very marrow of his bones, for the crime wliich he 
had premeditated was about to xirove successful. 

To save Andr(5o a miracle was needed ; and, indeed, it took place, for 
Heaven intervened. At the instant when her lips were about to touch the 
glass into which slie had poured some of the beverage, a cry of anguish 
came from the depths of an arbour beyond the bank of turf, and on hearing 
it, she paused. She thought that she recognized the voice, and eJic looked 
at Madame Mornac as though asking lior it she were riglit. 

“ It sounds like — but no— it is impossible ! ” exclaimed tlie good lady. 

Who is tliere? ” asked Andnie, in surprise, and at the s/inio time she 
replaced her glass on the table. 

“ W oil, I gave orders to place Madame de Mathis’s arm-chair in the arbour 
which she likes so much," said Madame Mornuc. “Can it have been my 
poor friend, Marguerite, wlio called ? — but in that case she must be cured.'’ 

d’hcsc! incoherent words escaped the notary’s wife, as she darted to the 
arbour, while Andr^e sank upon the grassy bank, overcome with surprise 
and agitation. Hasty exclamation.^ w'cre presently heard emerging from 
the aibour, and then a weaker voice was heard. “ Heaven grant that it 
may be true ! ” cried Andri'ie, joining her hands; “ my godmother sccmiis 
to be speaking, but can it be possible ? ” 

Her uncortainiy did not last long, for a moment later Madanic Mornac 
n]ipeared, pushing before her the invalid chair in which Madame do Mathis 
was seated. Andrtl^c thou fell upon her knees before her godinotliei', and 
covered her hands with kisses. The change W’hich had taken place in tlio 
ohl lady’s condition would have astonished the most hopeful physician. Tlie 
light of intelligence had returned to her eyes, the blood circulated freely 
in her veins, and flushed her checks ; an expression long unseen had re- 
turned to her countenance. Though she had not yob recovered the power 
of motion, she h^ad recovered a faculty precious above all others. She could 
speak. To the cry of alarm which she had uttered, she now joined a more 
precise warning, and, feebly repulsing Andr(^e’8 embrace, she articulated 
those wofdfi, which made Madame Mornac start with amazement: 



niS GREAT REVENGE. 


203 


“ The poison — throw away the poison ! ” 

“ C4odinotliGr- -clear godmother — you are restored to me — Heaven lias 
heard my prayer ! *’ cried the young girl. 

“ Ihit what poison do you mean?” asked Madame Mornac, 

“ Wliat Jules poured out — I was there— I saw all,” said Madame de 
Mathis. * 

“Jules? Wlxat Jules ? ” repeated the notary’s wife, who in her agita- 
tion had quite forgotten the Christian name of the man whom she so hated. 

“Jules J^'oridet,” sighed the poor, reanimated invalid, and at the same 
imxmont tears filled her eyes. 

“ 1’he monster ! tl)e villain ! ah ! I knew vc^ry w'ell that he would begin 
Jds bad acts again ! ” 

As Madjimc Mornac uttered these exclamations, she dashed at the table, 
and with one blow semt the decanter and the glass rolling among tlie bnsbos. 
'riien, as reflection returned, she ,'ipprOc’i,cbcd the old lady, and began with 
her usual volubility : “ But it cannot he - be would not have luxd the im- 
pudence to eomc hove. Can it bo that Marguerite 

iShe paused, ])ut it was easy to see that the thought had crossed her mind 
that, although poor Madame de Mathis had recovered lier speech, she had 
so lost her mind. “ 'Pell me," she resumed, “ bow' did he get in ?— whicli 
ay did lie conic ? ” 

“ Ho name alorie—hc came softly —he did not sec me— I did not lose sight 
.i a motion he .mado-“I thought that I sliould die— the blixxl rushed to 
my heart— I tried to cry out— to call him by his name—” 

“ Merciful heavens ! <^0(l Himself prevented you from speaking, for if 
Hiis wretch had seen you he would have strangleil yon !” critxl Madame 
Mornac. , 

“ 'I’hen,” continned Madame dc Mathis, “ he went away- noiseh^sly as 
lie came— 1 ])rayed, ami, little by little, it seemed to me that life camcliiLck 
to me- and when J saw our dear girl take up that glass— when I felt that 
sko was al)out to — to drink her death —my tongue becfiiae smbleniy Irco 
— and 1 ci'ied out.” 

'* Ami saved me,” said Andice. 

“ Saved her ! ” now said the Marquis dc Cbamptoci^', suddenly a])])oaring 
upon tlic .scene. “ AVhat dangei has Andrec run'''” 

“ Ah, here you are, inarquhs ! ” cried Madame Mornac ; “ yon liavc eoine 
in goo»l time. Just listen to the last exploit of Monsieur Norhh t who h.i.'. 
got ill here to ]>oi.soii ns all.” 

^ “ Ho !— has ho dared — ” 

“ Father, don’t yon see that godmother is restored to me?” .sai<l Andn'o. 
But M. de Chanqitoce did not listen to his daughter. His face wore an 
e\prCKsion;of J'agc, and lie looked about him as thougli be lioped to find 
iS'uriJet within his reach. “ Where is he ?— wlicre sliall I find him to crn.sh 
liim like the venomous serpent that lie is?” licaske<l, liis words hissing trom 
Ixdwaxm his tcetli. 

“ Are you speaking of Momsieiir Noridet?” said Jottrat, wdio now sud- 
denly came np. 

“ Of coiirso, 1 am. While we were looking for him at liis rooms ho came 
hero to try to poison my daughter.” 

“ Your servant has just told me that he is talking wdth Moni||iour Mornac,” 
,said the detective, <iuictly, “Jbhis time, at all events, ho will not escape 
pipiuiishmcnt for wuint of proof.” 

“ What ! is he he.'^c ? ’’ exclaimed the marquis. 
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“ The servant told me that Monsieur ‘NToridet came here three quarter 
of an hour ago, and that after asking for Monsieur Mornac, who was out, h* 
insisted upon waiting for him in the garden.” 

“ The scoundrel ! He had his reasons for coming here,” said Madams 
Mornac. * 

“ He did not remain here long, however, madame, for your husband cam( 
in almost immediately, and sent word that he was waiting for him in hij 
private room,'* said Jottrat, 

“ Well, then,” rejoined Andree's father, in a loud voice, “ since he haj 
'^alTied his audacity so far as to come here, he must not be' allowed to leav< 
tins place alive, and I am going — ” 

“ fCxcuse me,” said the detective, “Monsieur Noridet belongs to the law, 
now% and I must ask you to let me act alone. ” 

M, dc Champtoed w’oultl no doubt have insisted upon taking justice intc 
his own hands, hut his daughter pointed to Madame de Mathis, who hac 
now risen from her arm-chair, and advanced, supported by Madame Mor 
nac. There followed an affecting scene, which Jottrat witnessed from f 
corner of the grove, whither lie had discreetly retired. It was the firsi 
time for many a day that such a happy event had happened, and it was 
natural enough to devote a few seconds to mutual expressions of delight 
however, the police agent did not forget his business, and as soon as tin 
first transports w'^ere over, he drew Madame Mornac aside and obtainei 
from her all the information he needed. Then he turned to the marquis, 
and said: “In leas than an hour’s time, Monsieur Noridet will be on the 
way to Mazas prison.” And as he spoke ho ran across the garden, met the 
servant, and said to him : “ Lot me into your master’s private room al 
once.” 

The , servant saw that something serious was the matter, and guessed 
Jof^-.i-iU’s real profession, 8o he at once complied. As the detective drew 
near the door he heard a few w'ords exchanged in an almost frier.dly tone, 
but without stopping to listen, he softly turned the handle. His sudden 
appearance startled both the inmates of the room, and Noridet recoiled on 
seeing the dcteqtive’s stern countenance and searching cycjH. “ Kxciise me, 
sir,’^iid .fottras, addre.ssing the master of the house ; “ Imt Madarno Mor- 
nac told me that yau w’cre liere, and I mu«t spesk to you at once.” 

“ Allow' me to show Monsieur Noridet out, and then I shall he at liberty,’ 
replied M. Mornac. 

“That is quite unnecessary,’' said the detective, “for 1 have come tc 
arrest him.” 

“ To arrest me ! ” cried the poisoner, who had turned very pale. “What 
foolish joke is tliis ? 

“ I am not jesting, and to show you that I am in earnest, hero is tin 
waiv’ant which I am charged with,” Siiid the agent, displaying a paper. 
A“‘AIi ] ” exclaimed Noridet, too much terrified to answer. 

/.* Your idea in rtmaiuing here was a very stupid one. 1 did not expert 
to find you.” 

“But how did you happen to come here, sir ? ” asked M. Mornac. 

“ I came with the Manpiis of Champtoce.” 

“ Indeed 1 Where is he ? ” 

“In your garden, sir. He was waiting to know the result of an ex- 
pedition which w'e have both just made, ^o the Rue du Holder — to the 
house of this man, Noridet.” _ < 

« “ "^^ou insolent scamp ! ” cried J»iles. 
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“ We found no one, and I was even afraid that I should not be able to 
effect what I was charged with, to-day. But fortunately, the marquis 
thought of coming to inform you of what was going on, and luck has brought 
our man into the liouVmouth.” Noridct was by this time scarcely able 
to sustain himself. When I say that w’e found no one in the Hue du 
Holder, ” added Jottrat, “I made a mistake, we found an old African 
fortune-tellei’, who knew all about this man, Noridet's doings, for she W'as 
liis nurse and had been staying with him, for a whole month. Unfortun- 
ately, she is dead.” 

“Dead!” exclaimed Noridet, without realizing that his emotion be- 
trayed him. 

“ She was mixed up in most of this man's crimes,” continued the de- 
tective, looking at Noridet, “ and when she saw that her refusals to answer 
my questions would serve no purpose, and that she should soon find herself 
before a magistrate, she asked permission to dress properly before going to 
prison, and under pretence of looking for a Jiandkorehicf, opened a drawer, 
took out a small bottle and swallowed the contents.” 

“ It was poison? ” asked M, Mornac. 

“ Of the first (lualifcy. She at once fell upon a dead raven vdiich already 
Iny on the floor.” 

“ She did not confess, tlicn V ” thought Noridet, “ they have no proofs.” 

“ Your house is guarded outside, sir,” <;ontumcdthe detective, addressing 
M. Mornac. “But my men know their business, and there will be no 
scandal. However, I have forgotten to tell you the most iutorosting thing 
of all. Just before the old negress died, she turned to the Manpiis de 
Uliamptoc(fs and said : ‘ Captain Albeit, have you any message for Anclr<fte 
Sala/.ie ? I shall see her in the other world.' ” ^ L 


“ Wliat did she moan ? ” cried Mornac. 


“ We did not know at first, but wc know now. We already had poisbn- 
iiig, murder, setting fire to buildings, quit3 a splendid list for tJie criminal 
coiu t as it was ; but now we Imvo proof that a fresh crime has jiist been 
committed here in your house.” 

“ Aiidrcc is dead, then ! ” thought the prisoner witli savage joy. 

But at tliis moment the door opened and Mailame Mormn* .oppoared, 
while beliiud her walked Madame dc Mathis, leaning on the arm of themar- 
fjuis. At the sight of his aunt, who seemed to luive risen from the very 
grave to accuse him, Noridet guessed what had happened. iShe had V>ocn 
Lu the grove, and had seen him pour the poison into the decanter. The 
marquis now steppeil forward. “Listen ! all who are here,” said lie. 
‘Vi’his man has deserved the scaffold many times, but ho might oven now 
have escaped for w^aiit of proof had not God raised up a wdtucss who saw 
liim pour out the poison intended to kill my daughter.” 

“ Yes, it was I who saw him,” said Madame do Mathis, in a clear and 
resolute voice. 

This voice, wliich he had not heard since the day which he had com- 
mitted his first crime, fell upon the murderer’s ears like a death knell. 

“She speaks!” he muttered, “she w^as there— hidden -she saw all — ” 
His hair rose up on his liead, hi.s eyes seemed to start from their sockets, 
ukI he recoiled towards the wall, Jottrat stepped tow^ards him. “ Stand 
back, you blackguard I” shouted the poisoner. “ No man ihall take me 
living.” And he swdftly carried to his lips the vial, which W’as still lialf 
full, and then dropped dead upon the floor. * -^ 1 ,^ * 

“Justice is done ! ” said the detective. 
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Ay, (iod htvs punished him ! added the Marquis de Champtoc^. 


Three days after the death of Noridet, M. do Chainptoct'^ received a vihit 
from Jottrat the detective. M. de Kergas, worn out by long suH'ering, had 
been found dead in liis bed, and though at first a case of suicide hail been 
suspected by the authorities, the doctors having made a post-mortem ex- 
amination of the body, formally certified that the cause of death was per- 
fectly natural —being simply disease of the heart. Andn'^e M’as now (juitc 
free to marry Jean, the first and only man whom she had truly loved. The 
wedding took place at Biville, in d iily, and furnished an (xjcasioii for re- 
joicings throughout tlic district. As for M. de Cliamptocc, his mind was 
now at case. His foes could no longer Imnii him. M. Hrossiii, who no 
longer claimed to be a baron, liad obtained a bankrupt's certificate, like a 
mere grocer who has failed in business, and only thought of ending Jiis days' 
in peace, thanks to the marquis’s generosity. The iiicoine derived -from 
Bouscarcau’s inilliou and which had been intended for the unhappy Jlem*i- 
ettc, was allotted to her parents, as the young girl absolutely refuseil to 
marry, and M. de (Tiamptoc6 would not retain it. ’rhus the ex-baukcr, 
with an income of fifty thousand francs, repaired with his wife and daughter 
to a little town in the nortli of Geririany, wdieic he met witli more respect 
than he deserved. It was rumoured that he still tlid some money-lending 
business with tlie Frankfort Jews, but no one pays any attimtioii to usury 
in ITussia providing one’s thalers arc genuine. Madame Bros&iii amused 
herself by (lisplayiiig her eccentric toilets to the natives of the father]. nul, 
while, as for Heiiriotte, she was vainly courted by a burgomaster and two 
landwehr ,;oF*ocrs, in suc*ce&.sion. However, she prcfcri*ed a life of single, 
bless css. Her brother Alfred is travolliug for a Koueii firn. He docs 
uot^succeed in soiling Ills employer’s stuTs very well, but he astonishes his 
customers liy his gorgeous attire, and cln rins the ladies by stories of Jus 
success in Bans as a man of fashion. During the Franco-Gcrinau wav he 
took cave to go to Kiiglanil. Xt would have been too painful to choose be- 
tween France and the adopted country of his highly rcsjicctablc family, 
Fortoto, on the contrary, enlisted after the battle of Rciolisluiflcn, n.i.' 
wounded while with the Army of the Done, and received a mcMlal for his 
bravery. His marriage took place a mouth after that of his frimid Jean, 
and he lives with Louise, Ids wife, in a cosy little cottage near Monvillc. 
He is Jean’s agent in Normandy, :i:id his wife has given him a pretty little 
girl. Bernard, the faithful groom, died at the Black Rock, and M. dc 
Champtoci^ closed Ids eyes. Alain Flouhincc also is dead, having been 
s.adly affected by the fate of Ids master, (lontraii de Kergas, and he sleep,s 
beside him in the vaults of Cloars Carnovt. 

But if the old ones nav e departed in peace, there is a young generation 
springing up, Andree and Jean have two fine sons, the older of whom was 
born while ids father was a prisoner of war at Nuremberg in 1870. Tlic 
descendant of William the Conqueror’s knights could not be false to the 
IJood of his ancestors ; lie commanded a company of sharp-.shootcrs wliicJi 
fought gloriously in the Vosges for a time, but, eventually, he was over- 
powered by tin* foe and hail to surrender, 

TJie exisicntl* of the loving pair is now -a calm and happy one. They 
divide then* tij^ c between Paris and their esttltes in Normandy, teoUiig most 
liappy^t tlf^Tiew chateau of the XRack Rock, for fashionable life docs noP 
suit cither of them^ Jean is fond of sport, and Andr^e visits tlie poor people 








